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MEMOIR. 



Time has left but few memorials of this once celebrated 
Poet The year 1589 has been assigned as that in 
which Thomas Careto first entered upon this breathing 
world. He was descended from an ancient and hon- 
ourable family in the county of Gloucester, a branch of 
the still older family of the same name in Devon. His 
education was liberal, and his youth spent amidst all 
the advantages which arise from an early intercourse 
with polished and literary society — His elder Brother 
Sir Matthew Carew, was a Royalist, and fought and 
suffered in the cause of the unfortunate Charles. 

The object of this memoir completed his education 
at Corpus Christi College, Oxford, which he left without 
taking a degree. He then travelled for several years 
upon the Continent, and afterwards returning to Eng- 
land, by the influence of his brother Sir Matthew, he 
received an appointment as gentleman of the privy 
chamber in the court of Charles. With this monarch 
Carew, it is said, was a great favourite, who esteemed 
him as one of the best wits of his age. 

The elegant manners and literary attainments of 
Carew, not only received the approbation of the king, 
but speedily introduced him to a wide circle of illustri- 
ous acquaintance. Amongst these were Suckling, Ben 
Jonson, and the great Lord Clarendon, who survived 
him, and thus records his opinion of the poet: "He 
was a person of a pleasant and facetious wit, and made 
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many poems, (especially in the amorous way,) whicl ^ 
for the sharpness of the fancy, and the elegance of th^ 
language in which tliat fancy was spread, were at leas. ^ 
equal if not superior, to any of that time." 

It is to be regretted that the excitements and di& ^ 
sipations of the court of Charles banished from the min ^^ 
of Carew those solemn and ennobling reflections, that ijy 
a retired life are more apt to force their way upon our 
attenton. The character of the man is fully displayed 
in his writings : he was a wit, a man of pleasure, and a 
gentleman. In the gay circle wherein he moved the 
moral code was anything but a severe one. What in 
these days would be stigmatised as gross immorality, 
at that period would have passed under the name of 
gallantry. Carew during life was a gay, accomplished, 
dissipated courtier, and his poems are exactly what 
might have been anticipated, emanating from such a 
quarter: love was ever the theme of his muse ; in him 
the fair sex had indeed a constant admirer. Sir 
William Davenant, a contemporary, in allusion to this 
fact, addresses Carew thus: — 

"Not but thy verses are as smooth and h<gh 
As glory, love, and vrine, from wit can raise, 
But now the devil take such destiny : 
What should commend them turns to their dispraise. 

Thy wit's chief virtue has become its vice 
For every beauty thou hast raised so high 
That DOW ill- faces carry such a price 
That must undo a lover that would buy." 

Ill addition to his lyric poems, Carew was the author 
of a Masque^ called Ccelum Britannicum ; this piece was 
written at the express desire of the king, who himself, 
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aisUted by the Duke of Lennox, the Earls of Devon- 
shire, Holland, Newport, Elgin, and other noblemen, 
took a part in its first performance at Whitehall, on the 
evening of Shrove Tuesday, the 18th of February, 1633. 
Carew was assisted in preparing the Matque for repre- 
sentation by the celebrated Inigo Jones, the architect ; 
and the songs were set to music by Henry Lawes, 
Gentleman of the King's Chapel, and the most skilful 
composer of his time. 

Up to this period the career of Carew had been sue* 
cessfiiL He had early obtained a lucrative appointment 
in the court of his royal master, and had become so 
great a favourite among his companions, that it is said 
they positively " adored " him. He appears, however, 
although so warm an admirer of the ladies, to have been 
disappointed in love. Who Celia was, to whom so many 
of his poems are addressed, is unknown : the poet is 
supposed to have formed an attachment for her during 
his youth, and to have gone to France upon his leaving 
the University, to shake off the melancholy consequent 
upon his discovery of the fact that the lady, from some 
cause or other, had not a similar affection for him. 

It was soon after Ccelum Britannicum made its appear- 
ance that ill-health first assailed Carew ; the tempta- 
tions by which he had been assailed had led him too 
far from the paths of virtue ; and when failing liealth 
bid him prepare to die, he awoke from a long dream of 
security, to find himsell upon the brink of anothei 
world, — upon the verge of eternity, into which he gazed 
with feelings of unmingled awe. 

" One step to the white death-bed and one to the bier, 
And one to the Chamel, and one — oh, where 7 
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time to his deceasei love-songs were ex- 
penitential psalms ; bis muse abandoned 
of Venus, and was employed in pouring 
.late strains of sorrow and of prayer. " His 
ry/' says Lord Clarendon, " was, tbat uflei 
}f his life spent witb less severity or exact- 
it ougbt to have been, he died with the 
morse for that licence, and with the greatest 
.ion of Christianity that his best friends could 
There is no account of the closing scene oj 
nee. He died in the year 1639, at a momeni 
: storms of civil war were gathering round thai 
vhich he had long been the delight and the 
L The year after his decease the first editioi 
rks was published. 

s Poems have met with the approbation ( 
ss of readers: elaborately beautiful as the 
uld scarcely be otherwise. If studied with a 
lis verses will be found to breathe the very sc 
ness and of love, — the only objection is th 
occasionally the language approximates 
ipon wantonness, — a defect fatal to infe 
d which depreciates the value of the creat; 
the brilliant genius of Carew. *' It is t 
owever," says Peacham, •* that the art, 
ingenious and learned, will bear out the 
for with the weeds there are delicate il< 
walks of Venus." 
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POEMS. 



THE SPRING. ^ 

Now that the winter 's gone, the earth hath lost 
Her snow-white robes ; and now no more the frost 
Candies the grass, or casts an icy cream 
Upon the silver lake or crystal stream ; 
But the warm sun thaws the benumbed earth, 
And makes it tender ; gives a sacred birth 
To the dead swallow ; wakes in hollow tree 
The drowsy cuckoo and the humble-bee. 
Now do a choir of chirping minstrels bring. 
In triumph to the world, the youthful Spring: 
The vallies, hills, and woods, in rich array, 
Welcome the coming of the long'd-for May. 
Now all things smile ; only my love doth lower ; 
Nor hath the scalding noon-day sun the power 
To melt that marble ice, which still doth hold 
Her heart congeal'd, and makes her pity cold. 
The ox, which lately did for shelter fly 
Into the stall, doth now securely lie 
In open fields ; and love no more is made 
By the fire-side ; but, in the cooVet %>;vaL^«, 
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Amyntas now doth with his Chloris sleep 
Under a sycamorei and all things keep 
Time with the season — only she doth carry 
June in her eyes, in her heart January. 



IT. 

TO A. L. 
PERSUASIONS TO LOVE. 

Think not, 'cause men flatt'ring say, 
Y' are fresh as April, sweet as May, 
Bright as is the morning star, 
That you are so ; or, though you are, 
Be not therefore proud, and deem 
All men unworthy your esteem : 
For, being so, you lose the pleasure 
Of being fair, since that rich treasuro 
Of rare beauty and sweet feature, 
Was bestowed on you by nature 
To be enjoyed; and 'twere a sin 
There to be scarce, where she hath been 
So prodigal of her best graces. 
Thus common beauties and mean face^ 
Shall have more pastime, and enjoy 
The sport you lose by being coy. 
Did the thing for which I sue 
Only concern myself, not you — 
Were men so framed, as they alone 
Reap'd all the "p\ea%\Ke,^o\w^\\ wone — 
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Then had you reason to be scant ; 
But 'twere a madness not to grant 
That which affords, if you consent. 
To you the giver, more content 
Than me the beggar. Oh, then be 
Kind to yourself if not to me ; 
Starve not yourself, because you may 
Thereby make me pine away ; 
Nor let brittle beauty make 
You your wiser thoughts forsake ; 
For that lovely face will fail. 
Beauty 's sweet, but beauty *s frail ; 
'Tis sooner past 't is'sooner done. 
Than summer's rain or winter's sun ; 
Most fleeting when it is most dear — 
'Tis gone while we but say 't is here. 
These curious locks, so aptly twin'd, 
Whose every hair a soul doth bind, 
Will change their auburn hue, and grow 
White and cold as winter's snow. 
That eye, which now is Cupid's nest, 
Will prove his grave, and all the rest 
Will follow ; in the cheek, chin, nose. 
Nor lily shall be found nor rose : 
And what will then become of all 
Those whom now you servants call ? 
Like swallows when your summer 's done, 
They '11 fly and seek some warmer sun 
Then wisely choose one to your friend. 
Whose love may, when your beauties end, 
Remain still firm : be provident, 
And think, before the summer's spent. 
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Of following winter ; like the ant, 

In plenty hoard for time of scant. 

Cull out amongst the multitude 

Of lovers, that seek to intrude 

Into your favour, one that may 

Love for an age, not for a day ; 

One that will quench your youthful fires, 

And feed in age your hot desires. 

For when the storms of time have mov'd 

Waves on that cheek which was belov'd. 

When a fair lady's face is pined, 

And yellow spread where red once shined, 

When beauty, youth, and all sweets leave her, 

Love may return, but lover never : 

And old folks say there are no pains 

Like itch of love in aged veins. 

Oh love me then, and now begin it, 

Let us not lose this present minute ; 

For lime and age will work that wreck 

Which time or age shall ne'er call back. 

The snake each year fresh skin resumes. 

And eagles change their aged plumes ; 

The faded rose each spring receives 

A fresh red tincture on her leaves : 

But if your beauties once decay. 

You never know a second May. 

Oh, then be wise, and whilst your season 

Affords you days for sport, do reason ; 

Spend not in vain your life's short hour, 

But crop in time your beauty's flower, 

Which will away, and doth together 

Both bud and fade, both blow and wither. 



r 
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III. 
LIPS AND ETES. 

8 face a question did arise, 
ere more beautiful, her lips or eyes 7 
the Eyes, send forth those pointed darts 
erce the hardest adamantine hearts, 
replied the Lips, proceed those blisses 
vers reap by kind words and sweet kisses, 
pt the eyes, and from their springs did pour 
[ oriental pearl a shower ; 
the lips, mov'd with delight and pleasure, 
a sweet smile unlock' d their pearly treasure, 
3 Love judge, whether did add more grace, 
or smiling pearls, to Celia's face. 



IV. 
A DIVINE MISTRESS. 



ture's pieces still I see 
3rror that might mended be ; 
hing ray wish could still remove, 
or add ; but my fair Love 
am'd by hands far more divine ; 
e hath every beauteous line : 
had been far happier, 
fature, that made me, made her ; 
ikeness might, that love creates, 
ooiade her love what now she hates : 
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Yet J confess I cannot spare 

From her just shape the smallest hair. 

Nor need J beg from all the store 

Of heaven for her one beauty more : 

She hath too much divinity for me ^ 

You Gods ! teach her some more humanity. 



V. 

SONG. 

A BEAUTIFUL MISTRESS. 

I F when the sun at noon displays 

His bright rays, 
Thou but appear, 

He then, all pale with shame and fear, 

Quencheth his light, 

Hides his dark brow, flies from thy sight. 

And grows more dim 

Compar'd to thee, than stars to him. 

If thou but show thy face again, 

When darkness doth at midnight reign. 

The darkness flies, and light is hurl'd 

Round about the silent world : 

So as alike thou driv'st away 

Both light and darkness, night and day. 
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VI. 



A CRUEL MISTRESS. 



We read of kings and gods that kindly took 

A pitcher fill'd with water from the brook ; 

But I have daily tendered without thanks 

Rivers of tears that overflow their banks. 

A slaughter'd bull will appease angry Jove, 

A horse the sun, a lamb the god of love ; 

But she disdains the spotless sacrifice 

Of a pure heart that at her altar lies. 

Vesta is not displeas'd if her chaste urn 

Do with repaired fuel ever burn ; 

But my saint frowns, though to her honour' d name 

I consecrate a never-dying flame. 

The Assyrian king did none in the furnace throw 

But those that to his image did not bow ; 

With bended knees I daily worship her. 

Yet she consumes her own idolater. 

Of such a goddess no times leave record, 

That burnt the temple where she was ador'd* 
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SONG. 
MURDERING BEAUTY. 

I 'll gaze no more on her bewitching face, 
Since ruin harbours there in every place ; 
Fcr my enchanted soul alike she drowns 
With calms and tempests of her smiles and frovi 
I 'II love no more those cruel eyes of hers, 
Which, pleas'd or anger'd, still are murderers : 
For if she dart, like lightning, through the air 
Her beams of wrath, she kills me with despair ; 
If she behold me with a pleasing eye, 
I surfeit with excess of joy, and die. 



VIII. 



MY MISTRESS COMMANDING ME TO RETURN H 

LETTERS. 

So grieves the adventurous merchant, when he tb 
All thf: lung- toird -for treasure his ship stows 
Into tiie angry main to save from wreck 
Himself and men, as I grieve to give back 
These letters ; yet so powerful is your sway. 
As, if you bid me die, I must obey. 
Go then, blest papers, you shall kiss those hand 
That gave you freedom, but hold me in bands. 



CAREW'S P0EM8. 25 

Which with a touch did give you life, but I 
Because I may not touch those hands, must die. 
Methinks, as if they know they should be sent 
Home to their native soil from banishment, 
I see them smile, like dying saints, that know 
They are to leave the earth, and toward heaven go. 
When you return, pray tell your sovereign 
And mine, I gave you courteous entertain ; 
Each line received a tear, and then a kiss ; 
First bath'd in that, it 'scap'd unscorch'd from this : 
I kissed it because your hand had been there ; 
But, 'cause it was not now, I shed a tear. 
Tell her, no length of time, nor change of air. 
No cruelty, disdain, absence, despair — 
No, nor her steadfast constancy — can deter 
.My vassal heart from ever honouring her. 
Though these be powerful arguments to prove 
I love in vain, yet I must ever love ; 
Say, if she frown when you that word rehearse. 
Service in prose is oft call'd love in verse : 
Then pray her, since I send back on my part 
Her papers, she will send me back my heart. 
If she refuse, warn her to come before 
The god of love, whom thus I will implore : — 
Traveling thy country's road, great God, I spied 
By chance this lady, and walk'd by her side 
From place to place, fearing no violence ; 
For I was well arm'd, and had made defence. 
In former fights, 'gainst fiercer foes than she 
Did at her H^st encounter seem to be. 
But, going further, every step reveal' d 
Some hidden weapon, till that time conceal'd. 
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Seeing those outward arms, I did begin 
To fear some greater strength was lodged within. 
Looking into her mind, I might survey 
A host of beauties that in ambush lay 
And won the day before they fought the field ; 
For I, unable to reiist, did yield. 
But the insulting tyrant so destroys 
My conquer'd mind, my ease, my peace, my joys. 
Breaks my sweet sleeps, invades my harmless reti 
Robs me of all the treasure of my breast, — 
Spares not my heart, nor yet a greater wrong. 
For, having stolen my heart, she binds my tongue. 
But at the last, her melting eyes unseal' d 
My lips, enlarged my tongue ; then 1 reveal'd 
To her own ears the story of my harms, 
Wrought by her virtues, and her beauty's charms 
Now hear, just judge, an act of savageness ; 
When I complain, in hope to find redress, 
She bends her angry brow, and firom her eye 
Shoots thousand darts, — I then well hop'd to die, 
But in such sovereign balm love dips his shot 
That though they wound a heart, they kill it not 
She saw the blood gush forth from many a wound. 
Yet fled, and left me bleeding on the ground, 
Nor sought my cure, nor saw me since : 'tis true 
Absence and Time (two cunning leeches) drew 
The flesh together ; yet, sure, though the skip 
Be clos'd without, the wound festers within. 
Thus hath this cruel lady used a true 
Servant, and subject to herself, and you ; 
Nur know I, great Love, if my lifeb«\w 
To show thy mercy or my puiuthiik«QX\ 
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ice by l\\e only magic of thy art 
lover still may live that wants his h 
if this inditement firight her so as she 
Seem willing to return my heart to mi 
But cannot find it, (for perhaps it ma} 
'Mongst other trifling hearts, be out c 
If she repent, and would make me an 
Bid her but send me hers, and we are 



vix. 
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X. 



A PRAYER TO THE WIND. 



Go, thou gentle whispering wind. 
Bear this sigh ; and if thou find 
Where my cruel fair doth rest, 
Cast it in her snowy breast, 
So, inflamed by my desire. 
It may set her heart a- Are. 
Those sweet kisses thou shalt gain, 
Will reward thee for thy pain ; 
Boldly light upon her lip. 
There suck odours, and thence skip 
To her bosom ; lastly fall 
Down, and wander over all ; 
Range about those ivory hills. 
From whose every part distils 
Amber dew ; there spices grow. 
There pure streams of nectar flow ; 
■ j There perfume thyself, and bring 

\ I All those sweets upon thy wing : 

I j ' As thou return' St, change by thy po 

\ : Every weed into a flower ; 

I Turn each thistle to a vine, 

I j I Make the bramble eglantine : 

[ j i For so rich a booty made, 

> '. ' Do but this, and 1 am paid. 

■ Thou canst, with thy powerful blast 

Heat apace, and cool as fast ; 
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Thou canst kindle hidden ilaniei 
And again destroy the same ; 
Then for pity, either stir 
Up the fire of love in her, 
That alike both flames may shine, 
Or else quite extinguish mine. 



XI. 

SONG. \ 

MEDIOCRITY IN LOVE REJECTED. 

Give me more love, or more disdain ; 

The torrid, or the frozen zone, 
Bring. equal ease unto my pain ; 

The temperate affords me none : 
Either extreme of love, or hate, 
Is sweeter than a calm estate. 

Give me a storm ; if it be love, 
Like Danae in that golden shower 

I swim in pleasure : if it prove 
Disdain, that torrent will devour 

My vulture-hopes ; and he 's possess'd 

Of heaven, that 's but from hell releas'd ; 
Then crown my joys, or cure my pain 
Give me more love or more disdain. 
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XII. 
SONG. 
GOOD COUNSEL TO A YOUNG MAI 

Gaze not on thy beauty's pride, 
Tender maid, in the false tide, 
That from lovers' eyes doth slide : 

Let thy faithful crystal show 
How thy colours come and go, — 
Beauty takes a foil from woe. 

Love, that in those smooth streams 
Under pity's fair disguise, 
Will thy melting heart surprise. 

Nets, of passion's finest thread, 
Snaring poems, will be spread, 
All to catch thy maiden-head. 

Then beware, for those that cure 
Love's disease, themselves endure. 
For reward, a calenture. 

Rather let the lover pine. 
Than his pale cheek shall assign 
A perpetual blush to thine. 
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XIII. 

AN EDDY. 
TO MY MISTRESS SITTING BT A RIVER SIDB. 

Mark how yon eddy steals away, 
From the rude stream into the bay ; 
There, lock'd up safe, she doth divorce 
Her waters from the channel's course. 
And scorns the torrent that did bring 
Her headlong from her native spring ; 
Now doth she with her new love play, 
Whilst he runs murmuring away. 
Mark how she courts the banks, whilst they 
As amorously their arms display, 
To embrace and clip her silver waves : 
See how she strokes their sides, and craves 
An entrance there, which they deny ; 
Whereat she frowns, threat' ning to fly 
Home to her stream, and 'gins to swim 
Backward, but from the channel's brim, 
Smiling, returns into the creek. 
With thousand dimples on her cheek. 

Be thou this eddy, and I '11 make 
My breast thy shore, where thou shalt take 
Secure repose, and never dream 
Of the quite forsaken stream : 



CONQUEST BY FLIGHT. 

Ladies, fly from Love's smooth tale, 
Oaths steep'd in tears do oft prevail ; 
Grief is infectious, and the air 
Inflam'd with sighs, will blast the fair : 
Then stop your ears when lovers cry. 
Lest yourself weep, when no soft eye 
Shall with a sorrowing tear repay. 
That pity which you cast away. 

Young men, fly, when beauty darts 
Amorous glances at your hearts : 
The flx'd mark gives the shooter aim ; 
The ladies' looks have power to maim ; 
Now 'twixt their lips, now in their eyr 
Wrap'd in a smile, or kiss. Love lies 
Then fly betimes, for only they 
Conquer love that run away. 



i 
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XV. 

SONG. 
IIY INC ONSTANT'. MISTRESS. 



HEN thoUy poor excommunicate 
From all the joys of love, sbalt see 
The full reward and glorious fate 
,_ Which my strong faith shall purchase me, 

f Then curse thine own inconstancy. 



A fairer hand than thine shall cure 

That heart, which thy false oaths did wound ; 

And to my soul, a soul more pure 

Than thine, shall by Love's hand be bound, 
And both with equal glory crown'd. 

Then shalt thou weep, entreat, complain 

To Love, as I did once to thee ; 
When all thy tears shall be as vain 



* As mine were then : for thou shalt be 

Damn'd for thy false apostasy. 



XVI 

SONG 

PERSUASIONS' TO JOY. 



If the quick spirits in your eye 
Now languish, and anon must die ; 
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If every sweet and every grace 
Must fly from that forsaken face ; 
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys, 
Ere time such goodly fruit destroys. 

Or, if that golden fleece must grow 
For ever free from aged snow ; 
If those bright suns must know no shade. 
Nor your fresh beauties ever fade, 
Then fear not, Celia, to bestow, 
What still being gather'd still must grow. 
Thus, either Time his sickle brings 
In vain, or else in vain his wings. 



ZVII. 



• • 



CM LOVE. 



I WAS foretold, your rebel sex 

Nor love, nor pity knew ; 
And with what scorn you use to vex 

Poor hearts that humbly 8^e ; 
Yet I believ'd to crown our pain. 

Could we the fortress win. 
The happy lover sure should gain 

A paradise within : 
I thought Love's plagues, like dragons, 8at« 
Only to fright us at the gate, 
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But I did enter, and enjoy 

What happy lovers prove ; 
For I could kiss, and sport, and toy. 

And taste those sweets of love, 
Which, had they but a lasting state. 

Or if in Celia's breast. 
The force of love might not abate, 

Jove were too mean a guest. 
But now her breach of faith far more 
Afflicts, than did her scorn before. 

Hard fate ! to nave been once possessed 

As victor of a heart, 
Achiev'd with labour and unrest. 

And then forc'd to depart. 
If the stout foe will not resign, 

When I besiege a town, 
I lose but what was never mine ; 

But he that is cast down 
From enjoy*d beauty, feels a woe 
Only deposed kings can know. 



XVIII. 
UNGRATEFUL BEAUTY THREATENED. 

Know, Celia, since thou art so proud, 
'Twas I that gave thee thy renown. 

Thou hadst, in the forgotten crowd 
Of common beauties, liv'd unknown, 

Had not my verse exhal'd thy name, 

And with it impt the wings of fame. 
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No tears, Celia, now shall win 

My resolv'd heart to return ; 
I have search^ thy soul within, 

And find nought but pride and scorn ; 
I have leam'd thy arts, and now 
Can disdain as much as thou. 
Some power in my revenge convey. 
That love to her I cast away. 



XX. 

A LOOKINO-OLASS. 

That flatt'ring glass, whose smooth face wears 
Your shadow, which a sun appears. 
Was once a river of my tears. 

About your cold heart they did make 
A circle, where the briny lake 
Congeal'd into a crystal cake. 

Gaze no more on that killing eye. 
For fear the native cruelty 
Doom you, as it doth all, to die. 

For fear lest the fair object move 
Your forward heart to fall in love, 
Then you yourself my rival prove. 

Look rather on my pale cheeks pined, 
There view your beauties, there you *11 find 
A fair face, but a cruel mind. 
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Be not for erer frozen, coy ; 

One beam of love will soon destrov, 

And meit that ice to floods of joy. 



XXI. 



AN ELEGY ON THE LA. PEN., SENT TO MY MIST 

OUT OP FRANCE. 

Let hirc, who from his tyrant mistress did 
This day receive his cruel doom, forbid 
His eyes to weep that loss, and let him here 
Open those flood-gates to bedew this bier ; 
So shall those drops, which else would be but brii 
Be turn'd to manna, falling on her shrine. 
Let him, who, banish'd far from her dear sight. 
Whom his soul loves, doth in that absence write, 
Or lines of passion, or some powerful charms, 
To vent his own grief, or unlock her arms ; 
Take of his pen, and in sad verse bemoan 
This general sorrow, and forget his own ; 
So may those verses live which else must die : 
For though the muses give eternity 
When they embalm with verse, yet she could giv* 
Life unto that muse by which others live. 
Oh, pardon me, fair soul ! that boldly have 
Dropt though but one tear, on thy silent grave, 
And wrote on that earth, which such honour had; 
To clothe that flesh wherein thyself was clad. 
And pardon me, sweet Saint! whom I adore. 
That 1 this tribute pay, out of the store 
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lines and tears, that's only due to thee — 
do not think it new idolatry, 
>ugh you are only sovereign of this land, 

> universal losses may command 
ubsidy from every private eye, 

i press each pen to write, so to supply 
i feed the common grief. If this excuse 
vail not, take these tears to your own use, 
shed for you ; for when I saw her die, 
ten did think on your mortality ; 
since nor virtue will, nor beauty could, 
serve trom Death's hand this their heavenly mouh^ 
ere they were framed all, and where they dwelt; 
len knew you must die too, and did melt 

> these tears ; hut, thinking on that day, 
1 when the gods resolv'd to take away 

aint from us, I that did not know what dearth 
ire was of such good souls upon the earth, 
;an to fear lest Death, their officer, 
rht have mistook, and taken thee fur her ; 
ladst thou robb'd us of that happiness, 
ich she in heaven, and I in thee possess, 
what can heaven to her glory add ? 
• praises she hath dead, living she had ; — 
say she 's now an angel is no more 
ise than she had, for she was one before, 
ich of the saints can show more votaries 
in she had here ? Even those that did despise 
' angels — and may her, now she is one, 
L whilst she liv'd, with pure devotion 
5re and worship her. Her virtues had 
honour here, for this world was too bad 
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To bate or envy her ; these cannot rise 

So high as to repine at deities : 

But now she 's 'mongst her fellow-saiutSi they may 

Be good enough to envy her this way. 

There's loss i* th* change 'twixt heaven and earth, 

if she 
Should leave her servants here below to be 
Hated of her competitors above; 
But sure her matchless goodness needs must move 
Those bless'd souls to admire her excellence ; 
By this means only can her journey hence 
To heaven prove gain, if, as she was but here 
Worshipped by men, she be by angels there. 
But I must weep no more over this urn, 
My tears to their own channel must return ; 
And having ended these sad obsequies. 
My muse must back to her old exercise. 
To tell the story of my martyrdom : 
But, oh, thou Idol of my son ! become 
Once pitiful, that she may change her style. 
Dry up her blubber'd eyes, and learn to smile. 
Rest then, blest soul ! for, as ghosts fly away. 
When the shrill cock proclaims the infant day, 
So must I hence, for lo ! I see from far 
The minions of the muses coming are — 
Each of them bringing to thy sacred hearse. 
In either eye a tear, each hand a verse. 
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XXII. 
TO MT MISTRESS IN ABSENCE. 

0U6H I must live here, and by force 
your oommaDd suffer divorce * 
Migfa I am parted, yet my mind, 
lat 's more myself) still stays behind ; 
reathe in you, you keep my heart ; 
ras but a carcase diat did part, 
en though our bodies are disjoin'd, 
things that are to place confined, 
t let our boundless spirits meet, 
d in love's sphere each other greet ; 
ere let us worit a mystic wreath, 
iknown unto the world beneath ; 
ere let us clasp love's sweetly twin ; 
ere let our secret thoughts unseen, 
ce nets, be weav'd and intertwin'd, 
lerewitb we '11 catch each other's mind, 
ere whilst our souls do sit and kiss, 
sting a sweet and subtle bliss, 
ich as gross lovers cannot know, 
lose hands and lips meet here below ;) 
t us look down, and mark what pain 
r absent bodies here sustain, 
id smile to see how far away 
e one doth from the other stray, 
t burn and languish with desire 
join, and quench their mutual fire. 
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There let us joy to see from far 
Our emulous flames at loving war ; 
Whilst both with equal lustre shine, 
Mine bright as yours, yours bright as mine. 
There, seated in those heavenly bowers. 
We '11 cheat the lag and lingering hours. 
Making our bitter absence sweet. 
Till souls and bodies both may meet 



XXIII. 
A SHIP. 

Toss'd in a troubled sea of griefs, I float 
Far from the shore, in a storm-beaten boat ; 
Wliere my sad thoughts do, like the compass, show 
The several points from which cross winds do blow. 
My heart doth like the needle, touch'd with love, 
Still fix'd on you, point which way I would move : 
You arc the bright Pole-star, which, in the dark 
Of this long absence, guides my wandering barque: 
Love is the pilot ; but, o'ercome with fear 
Of your displeasure, dares not homewards steer 
My fearful hope hangs on my trembling sail, 
Nothing is wanted but a gentle gale ; 
Which pleasant breath must blow from yo 
Bid it but move ; and. quick as thought 
Into your arms, which are my port, wil' 
Where it for ever shall at anchor lie. 



CARBW*! POEMS. 



XXIV. 

SONG. 

BTEKHITT OF LOYE PROTESTED. 

How ill doth he deserve a lover's name, 
Whose pale weak flame 
Cannot retain 

His heat, in spite of absence or disdain ; 

But doth at once, like paper set on fire, 
Bum, and expire i 

True love can never change his seat ; 

Nor did he ever love that could retreaL 

That noble flame, which my breast keeps alive, 
Shall still survive 
When my soul *s fled. 
Vor shall my love die when my body's dead ; 
'i'hat shall wait on me to the lower shade, 

And never fade ; 
(y very ashes, in their urn, 
lall, like a hallowed lamp, for ever burn. 
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XXV. 



UPON SOME ALTERATIONS IN MY MISTRESS, AFTER MT 
DEPARTURE INTO FRANCE. 

Oh, gentle love, do not forsake the guide 

Of my frail barque, on which the swelling tide 

Of ruthless pride 
Doth beat, and threaten wreck from every side. 
Gulfs of disdain do gape to overwhelm 
This boat, nigh sunk with grief; whilst at the helm 

Despair commands ; 
And, round about, the shifting sands 
Of faithless love, and false inconstancy, 

With rocks of cruelty. 
Stop up my passage to the neighbour lands. 

My sighs have rais'd those winds, whose fury beirt 
My sails o'erboard, and in their place spreads tean; 

And from my tears 
This sea is sprung, where naught but death appear*' 
A mystic cloud of anger hides the light 
Of my fair star ; and, every where, black night 

Usurps the place 
Of those bright rays, which once did grace 
My furth-bound ship ; but, when it could no morei 

Behold the vanish'd shore, 
In the deep flood she drown'd her beamy face. 
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XXVI. 
GOOD COUNSEL TO A YOUNG MAID. 

HEN you the sun-burnt pilgrim see 
Fainting with thirst, haste to the springs ; 
iark how at first with bended knee 
He courts the crystal n3miphs, and flings 
is body to the earth, where he 
rostrate adores the flowing deity. 

ut when his sweaty face is drench'd 
In her cool waves, when from her sweet 
)Som, his burning tliirst is quencb'd ; 
Then mark how with disdainful feet 
* kicks her banks, and from the place 
at thus refresh'd him, moves with sullen pace. 

;ha]t thou be despis'd, fair maid, 

^hen by the sated lover tasted ; 

It first he did with tears invade 
all afterwards with scorn be wasted ; 
1 all thy virgin -springs grow dry, 
I no streams shall be left, but' in thine eye. 
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XXVII. 
CELIA BLEEDING, TO THE BURGEON. . 

ND man, that canst believe her blood I T; 

iVill from those purple channels flow ; f C: 
that the pure untainted flood 

[Dan any foul distemper know ; I '^' 

that thy weak steel can incise m ' ~ 

y crystal case wherein it lies. f *-' 

low, her quick blood, proud of its seat 
Huns dancing through her azure veins, 
lose harmony no cold nor heart 
[disturbs, whose hue no tincture stains; 
d the hard rock wherein it dwells, 
e keenest darts of love repels. 

t thou replies, behold, she bleeds; 
Pool, thou art deceived, and dost not Ir 
e mystic knot whence this proceeds, 
[low lovers in each other grow ; 
ou struckest her arm, but it was ir 
ad all the blood, felt all the smar 
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XXVIII. 

TO T. H., 

A LADT RESEMBLING MY MISTRESS. 

^AiR copy of my Celia's face, 
Twin of my soul, thy perfect grace 
Claims in my love an equal place. 

Disdain not a divided heart. 

Though all be hers, you shall have part ; 

Love is not tied to rules of art. 

For as my soul first to her flew. 
Yet stay'd with me ; so now 't is true 
It dwells with her, though fled to you. 

Then entertain this wandering guest. 
And if not love, allow it rest ; 
It left not, but mistook the nest 

Nor think my love, or your fair eyes, 
Cheaper, 'cause from the sympathies 
You hold with her, these flames arise. 

To lead, or brass, or some such bad 
Metal, a prince's stamp may add 
That value, which it never had. 

But to the pure refined ore. 

The stamp of kings imparts no more 

Worth, than the metal held before ; 
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Only the image gives the rate 
To subjects, in a foreign state 
'Tis priz'd as much for its own weight. 

So though all other hearts resign 

To your pure worth, yet you have mine 

Only because you are her coin. 



XXIX. 

TO SAXIIAM. 

Though frost and snow lock'd from mine ey^ 

That beauty which without-door lies ; 

Thy gardens, orchards, walks, that so 

I might not all thy pleasures know ; 

Yet, Saxham, thou within thy gate 

Art of thyself so delicate, 

So full of native sweets, that bless 

Thy roof with inward happiness ; 

As neither from nor to thy store 

Winter takes aught, or spring adds more. 

The cold and frozen air had starv'd 

Much poor, if not by thee preserv'd. 

Whose prayers have made thy table blest 

With plenty, far above the rest. 

The season hardly did afford 

Coarse cates unto thy neighbour's board, 

Yet thou hadst dainties, as the sky 

Had only been thy volary ; 

Or else the birds, fearing she snow, 

Might to another deluge grow. 
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Dm 



^ ^ pheasant, partridge, and the lark, 
r^^ to thy house, as to the aril. 
Dgox, of himself came 
Aiirt*^ to the slaughter, with the lamb ; 



^Wiflingox, of himself came 
^ to the slaughter, with the 
every beast did thidier bring 



g^ ^Twy oeasc oia iQimc 
j^^^«lf to be an offering. 



tz^ night and cold abroad ; whilst they, 
ff^^^ suns within, keep endless day. 



Tb 

3j^^caly herd, more pleasure took, 

^^^*din thy dish than in the brook ; 

'[^ ^^» earth, air, did all conspire 

^l^ay their tributes to thy fire, 

^i«/^^^ cherishing flames themselves divide 

iji^^ugh every room, where they deride 

^*Mkie cheerful' beams send forth their light 

^^ all that wander in the night, 

^^d seem to beckon from aloof 

^he weary pilgrim to thy roof; 

^ere, if refiresh'd, he will away« 

^e 's fkirly welcome, or, if stay, 

far more, which he shall hearty find. 

Both from the master and the hind. 

The stranger's welcome each man there 

Stamp'd on his cheerful brow doth wear ; 

Nor doth this welcome, or his cheer. 

Grow less, 'cause he stays longer here. 

There's none observes (much less repines) 

How often this man sups or dines. 

Thou hast no porter at the door 

V examine or keep back the poor ; 

Nor locks, nor bolts; thy gates have been I; 

Madft only to let strangers in; ' 
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XXX. 



( 



they do not fear j.-'*" 

m all the year ; 
rs, for they know f"^- 

deserve a foe; f^ 

I, thy bounty 's such, 
thou giv'st so much. 
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iich circles in mine arm, j 
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I like air, that as the centre stands ; 
rour virtue tied, this but your hands ; 
t fram'd, but this was made by Art ; 
; my arm your prisoner, that my heart. 



XXXI. 

UNO, AT HIS ENTRANCE INTO SAXHAM, 

BT MASTER 10. CROFTS. 
IR, 

ou pass this threshold, stay, 
ve your creature leave to pay 
pious rites, which unto you, 
9ur household gods, are due. 
ead of sacrifice, each breast 

a flaming altar dress' d 
ealous fires, which from pure hearts 
nix'd with loyalty imparts, 
nse nor gold have we, yet bring 
1 and sweet an offering ; 
ich as doth both these express, 
. is our humble thankfulness ; 
ich is paid the all we owe 
Is above or men below, 
lughter'd beast, whose flesh should feed 
jngry flames, we, for pure need, 
for your supper ; and the gore, 

should be dash'd on every door, 
ange into the lusty blood 
ithful vines, of which a flood 

D 2 
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Shall sprightly run through all your veins, 
First to your health, then your fair trains. 

We shall want nothing hut good fare, 
To show your welcome and our care ; 
Such rarities that come from far, 
From poor men's houses banish' d are ; 
Yet we '11 express, in homely cheer. 
How glad we are to see you here. 
We '11 have whate'er the season yields 
Out of the neighbouring woods and fields; 
For all the dainties of your board 
Will only be what those afford ; 
And, having supp'd, we may perchance 
Present you with a country dance. 

Thus much your servants, that bear sway 
Here in your absence, bade me say. 
And beg besides, you 'd hither bring 
Only the mercy of a King, 
And not the greatness, since they have 
A thousand faults must pardon crave. 
But nothing that is fit to wait 
Upon the glory of your state. 
Yet your gracious favour will. 
They hope, as heretofore, shine still 
On their endeavours, for they swore. 
Should Jove descend, they could no more. 
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XXXII. 
UPON THE SICKNESS OF E. S. 

^8T she then languish, and we sorrow thus, 
^^ no kind god help her, nor pity us 7 
justice fled from heaven ? can that permit 
foul deformed ravisher to sit 
"On her virgin cheek, and pull from thence 
e rose-buds in their maiden excellence 7 
spread cold paleness on her lips, and chase 
e frighted rubies from their native place ? 
lick up, with his searching flames, a flood 
dissolved coral flowing in her blood ; 
d with the damps of his infectious breath, 
nt on her brow moist characters of death ? 
1st the clear light, 'gainst course of nature, cease 
her fair eyes, and yet the flames increase ? 
ist fevers shake this goodly tree, and all 
at ripened fruit from the fair branches fall, 
lich princes have desir'd to taste ? Must she, 
10 hath preserv'd her spotless chastity 
)m all solicitation, now at last 
agues and diseases be embraced ? 
rbid it, holy Dian ! ebe who shall 
y vows, or let one grain of incense fall ; 
1 thy neglected altars, if thou bless 
> better this thy zealous votaress ? 
iste then, O maiden goddess, to her aid, 
it, on thy quiver, her pale cheek be laid. 
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And rock her fainting body in thine arms ; 
Then let the God of Music, with still charms, 
Her restless eyes in peaceful slumbers close, 
And with soft strains sweeten her calm repose. 
Cupid, descend ; and whilst Apollo sings, 
Fanning the cool h\v with thy panting wings, 
Ever supply her with refreshing wind ; 
Let thy fair mother with her tresses bind 
Her labouring temples, with whose balmy sweat 
She shall perfume her hairy coronet, 
Whose precious drops shall upon every fold 
Hang like rich pearls about a wreath of gold; 
Her looser locks, as they unbraided lie. 
Shall spread themselves into a canopy. 
Under whose shadow let her rest secure 
From chilling cold or burning calenture ; 
Unless she freeze with ice of chaste desires, 
Or holy Hymen kindle nuptial fires. 
And when at last Death comes to pierce her heartt 
Convey into his hand thy golden dart. 



XXXIII. 

A. MEW- year's sacrifice. 
TO LUCLNDA. 

Those that can give, open their hands this day; 
Those that cannot, yet hold them up to pray. 
That health may crown the seasons of tiiis year, 
And mirth dance round the circle ; that no tear, 
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pleisof joy, may with its briny dew 
■icoloiir on your cheek the rosy hue ; 
^^t no access of years presume to abate 
>iir beauty's ever-flourishing estate ; 
ch cheap and vulgar wishes I could lay, 

trivial offerings at your feet this day ; 
't that it were apostasy in me, 

send a prayer to any deity, 
t your divine self, who have power to give 
ose blessings unto others, such as live 
le me, by the sole influence of your eyes, 
lose fair aspects govern our destinies, 
luch incense, vows, and holy rites, as were 
the involved serpent of the year 
d by £g3rptian priests, lay I before 
linda's sacred shrine, whilst I adore 
r beauteous eyes, and her pure altars dress 
:h gums and spice of humble thankfulness. 

may my Goddess, from her heaven, inspire 
frozen bosom with a Delphic fire ; 

1 then the world shall, by that glorious flame, 
lold the blaze of thy immortal name. 
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XXZIV. 

SONG. 

TO ONE WHO, WHEN I PRAIS'D MY MItTESBI*S BIAOT 

BAID I WAS BLIND. 

Wonder not though I am blind. 

For you moit be 

Dark in your eyes, or in your mind, 

f f, when you see 

Her face, you prove not blind like me. 

If the powerful beams that fly 

From her eye. 

And these amorous sweets that lie 

Scatter'd in each neighbouring part, 

Find a passage to your heart ; 

Then you '11 confess your mortal sight 

Too weak for such a glorious light ; 

For, if her graces you discover, 

You grow, like me, a dazzled lover ; 

But if those beauties you not spy, 

Then are you blinder far than I. 



XXXV. 

SONG. 
TO MY MISTRESS, I BURNING IN LOVE. 

I BURN, and cruel, you in vain 
Hope to quench me with disdain ; 



CAREW'S POEMS. 57 

from your eyes tbose sparkles came 

at have kindled all this flame, 

bat boots it me, though now yon shroud 

ose fierce comets in a elond ? 

ice all the flames that I have felt 

uld your snow yet never melt ; 

•r can your snow, though you shall take 

ps into your bosom, slake 

e heat of my enamour' d heart 

t with wonder learn love's art ; 

> seas of ice can cool desire, 

ual flames must quench love's fire : 

en think not that my heat can die, 

1 you bum as well as I. 



XXXVf. 
SONG. 

HER AGAIN, SHE BURNING IN A FEVER. 

w she bums as well as I, 

t my heat can never die ; 

i bums that never knew desire, 

i that was ice, she that was fire : 

; whose cold heart chaste thoughts did arm, 

as love's flames could never warm 

e frozen bosom where it dwelt 

; bums, and all her beauties melt ; 

( bums, and cries. Love's fires are mild, 

rem are God's — he 's a child : 
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Love, let her know the difference 
'Twixt the heat of soul and sense ; 
Touch her with thy flames divine, 
So shalt thou quench her fire and mine. 



XXXVII. 
UPON THE king's SICKNESS. 

Sickness, the minister of death, doth lay 
So strong a siege against our brittle clay, 
As whilst it doth our weak forts singly win, 
It hopes at length to take all mankind in : 
First, it begins upon the womb to wait. 
And doth the unborn child there uncreate ; 
Then rocks the cradle where the infant lies, 
Where, ere it fully be alive, it dies. 
It never leaves ^^ond youth, until it have 
Found, or an eariy, or a later grave. 
By thousand subtle slights from heedless mat 
It cuts the shott allowance of a span ; 
And where both sober life and art combine 
To keep it out, age makes them both resign. 
Thus by degrees it only gain'd of late 
The weak, the aged, or intemperate ; 
But now the tyrant hath found out a way 
By which the sober, strong, and young, dec 
Entering his royal limbs that is our head. 
Through us his mystic limbs the pain is 
That man that doth not feel his part, k? 
In any part of his dominion ; 
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lold land, that earth is forfeited, 
i unfit on any ground to tread, 
rief is fell at Court, 'where it doth move 
ih every joint, like the true soul of love. 
»se fair stars, that do attend on him, 
:e they deriv'd their light, wax pale and dim. 
uddy morning beam of Majesty, 
should the sun's eclipsed light supply, 
rcast with mists, and in the lieu 
erful rays, sends us down drops of dew : 
[irious form made of an earth refin'd, 
>se bless'd birth the gentle planets shin'd 
lir aspects, and sent a glorious flame 
mate so beautiful a frame ; 
arling of the gods and men doth wear 
1 upon his brow, and in his eye a tear : 
1 the rest (save when his dread command 
lid them move) like lifeless statues stand ; 
of grief, so generally worn, 
a good King is sick, and good men mourn. 



XXXVIII. 

SONG. 
ADY NOT YET ENJOY'D BY HER HUSBAND. 

E, Celia, fix thine eyes on mine, 
nd through those crystals our souls flitting, 
1 a pure wreath of eye-beams twine, 
ur loving hearts together knitting. 
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Let eaglets the bright sun survey, 
Though the blind mole discern not day* 

When clear Aurora leaves her matSi 
The light of her gray eyes despising» 

Yet all the world doth celebrate, 
With sacrifice, her fair uprising. 

Let eaglets the bright sun survey. 

Though the blind mole discern not day. 

A dragon kept the golden firuit, 
Yet he those dainties never tasted ; 

As others pin*d in the pursuit, 
So he himself with plenty wasted. 

Let eaglets the bright sun survey, 

Though the blind mole discern not day. 



XXX ir. 

SONG. 
THE WILLING PRISONER TO HIS IflSTRBSS. 

Let fools great Cupid's yoke disdain, 
Loving their own wild freedom better ; 

Whilst, proud of my triumphant chain, 
I sit and court my beauteous fetter. 

Her murdering glances, snaring airs, 

And her bewitching smiles, so please me ; 

As he brings ruin, that repairs 

The sweet afflictions that disease me. 
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[ide not tliose panting balls of snow, 
With envious yeils, from my beholding ; 

fnlock those lips, their pearly row, 
In a sweet smile of loye unfolding. 

Lnd let those eyes, whose motion wheels 

The restless fate of every lover, 
lurvey the pains my sick heart feels. 

And wounds themselves have made discover. 



XL. 
FLY THAT FLEW INTO MT MISTRESS'S EYE. 

Vhen this fly liv'd, she used to play 

[n the sunshine all the day ; 

rill, coming near my Celiacs sight, 

ihe found a new and unknown light, 

$0 full of glory, as it made 

rhe noon>day sun a gloomy shade ; 

Then this amorous fly became 

My rival, and did court my flame. 

She did from hand to bosom skip, 

\nd from her breath, her cheek, and lip, 

Suck'd all the incense and the spice, 

\nd grew a bird of Paradise : 

A.t last into her eye she flew ; 

There, scorch'd in flames, and drown'd in dew, 

Like Phaeton, from the sun's sphere 

She fell, and with her dropp'd a tear, 
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XLII. 
SONG. 

CELIA SINGING. 

ifou that thinV Ic Te can convey 

No other way, 
But through the eyes, into the heart, 

His fatal dart ; 
Close up those casements, and but hear 

This syren sing ; 

And on the wing 
Of her sweet voice, it shall appear 
That love can enter at the ear: 
Then unveil your eyes, behold 

The curious mould 
Where that voice dwells, and as we know, 

When the cocks crow. 

We freely may 

Gaze on the day 
So may you, when the music's done, 
Awake and see the rising sun. 



XLIII. 

SONG. 

ONE THAT DESIRED TO K^OW MY MISTRESS. 

Seek not to know my love, for she 
Hath vowed her constant faith to me ; 
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Her mild aspects tre mine, and thoa 

Shalt only find a stormy brow ; 

For if her beauty stir desire 

In me her kisses quench the fire; 

Or, I can to Love's fountain go ; 

Or dwell upon her hills of snow. 

But when thou burn'st, she shall not spare 

One gentle breath to cool the air 

Thou shalt not climb those Alps, nor spy 

Where the sweet springs of Venus lie; 

Search hidden nature and there find 

A treasure to enrich thy mind ; 

Discover arts not yet revealed, 

But let my Mistress live concealed ; 

Though men by knowledge wiser grow, 

Yet here 'tis vrisdom not to know. 



XLIV. 
IN THE PERSON OP A LADT TO HER INC0M8TA 

SERVANT. 

When on the altar of my hand, 

(Bedewed with many a kiss and tear,) 

Thy now revolted heart did stand 
An humble martyr, thou didst swear 
Thus ; (and the god of love did hear,) 

By those bright glances of thine eye. 

Unless thou pity me, I die. 
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Hien first those perjured lips of thine, 
Bepaled with blasting sighs, did seal 

'heir violated faith on mine, 
From the soft bosom that did heal 
Thee, thou my melting heart did steal ; 

fy soul en^med with thy false breath, 

'oisoned with kisses, sucked in death. 

'et I nor hand, nor lip will move, 
Revenge or mercy to procure 

rom the offended god of love; 
My curse is fatal, and my pure 
Love shall beyond thy scorn endure. 

f I implore the gods, they '11 find 

'hee too ungrateful, me too kind. 



XLV. 
TRUCE IN LOVE ENTREATED. 

No more, blind God, for see my heart 
Is made thy quiver, where remains 
No void place for another dart; 
And, alas ! that conquest gains 
Small praise, that only brings away 
A tame and unresisting prey. 

Behold a nobler foe, all armed, 
Defies thy weak artillery, 
That hath thy bow and quiver charmed ; 
A rebel beauty, conquering Thee : 
If thou dar'st equal combat try. 
Wound her, for 'tis for her L die. 



Vt 
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XLVI. 



TO MY RIVAL. 



Hence, vain intruder, haste away, 
Wash not with thy unhallowed brine 
The footsteps of my Celia*s shrine ; 
Nor on her purer altars lay 
Thy empty words, accents that may 

Some looser dame to love incline ; 
She must have offerings more divine ; 
Such pearly drops, as youthful May 
Scatters before the rising day ; 

Such smooth soft iangoage, as each line 
Might stroke an angry God, or stay 

Jove's thunder, make the hearers pine 
With envy ; do this, thou shalt be 

Servant to her, rival with me. 



XLVII. 



BOLDNESS IN LOVE. 



Mark how the bashful morn, in vain 

Courts the amorous marigold. 

With sighing blasts, and weeping rainj 

Yet she refuses to unfold. 

But when the planet of the day 

Approacheth with his powerful rayi 

Then she spreads, then she receives 

His warmer beams into her virgin leafW' 
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So shalt thou thrive in love, fond boy ; 
If thy tears and sighs discover 
Thy grief, thou never shalt enjoy 
The jiist reward of a bold lover. 
But when, with moving accents, thou 
Shalt constant faith and service vow, 
Thy Celia shall receive those charms 
With open ears, and with unfolded arms. 



XLVIII. 

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

CELIA. CLEON. 

Celia rested in the shade 
Vith Cleon by her side ; 
B swain thus courted the young maid, 
Vnd thus the nymph replied ; 

Sweet ! let thy captive fetters wear 
Vfade of thine arms and hands, 
rill such, as thraldom scorn or fear, 
Envy those happy bands. 

. Then thus my willing arms f wind 
About thee, and am so 
>y prisoner; for myself I bind, 
Until I let thee go. 

• Happy that slave whom the fair foe 
1'ies in so soft a chain. 

p. 2 



68 CAREW'S POEMi. 

Ce. Far happier I, but that I kaow 
Thou wilt break loose again. 

CI. By thy immortal beauties, never ! 

Ce. Frail as thy love's thine oath. 
CL Though beauty fade, my faith lasts ever. 

Ce, Time will destroy them both. 

67. I dote not on thy snow-white skin. 

Ce. What then ? CI. Thy purer mind. 
Ce. It loved too soon. CI. Thou hadst not t 

So fair, if not so kind. 

Ce. Oh, strange vain fancy ! CI. But yet tru( 
Ce. Prove it. CI. Then make a braid 

Of those loose flames that circle you. 
My suns, and yet your shade. 

Ce. 'Tis done. CI. Now give it me. Ce. T 

Shalt thine own error find ; 
If these were beauties, I am now 

Less fair, because more kind. 

CI. You shall confess you err ; that hair 

Shall it not change the hue, 
Or leave the golden mountain bare ? 

Ce. Ay me ! it is too true. 

CL But this small wreath shall ever stay 
In its first native prime. 
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^nd smiling when tfae rest decay, 
The triumphs sing of time. 

^«' Then let me cut from thy fair grove 

One branch, and let that be 
An emblem of eternal love ; 

For such is mine to thee. 

^ Thus are we both redeemed from time ; 

I by thy grace. Ce. And I 
Shall live in thy immortal rhyme, 

Until the muses die. 

^' By heaven ! Ce. Swear not ; if I must weep 

Jove shall not smile at me ; 
This kiss, my heart, and thy faith keep. 

CI This breathes my soul to thee. 

Then forth the thicket Thirsis rushed. 

Where he saw all their play : 
The swain stood still, and sm^ed, and blushed ; 

The nymph fled fast away. 



XLIX. 
GRIEF INGROSl. 



Therefore do thy sad numbers flow 

So full of woe/ 

^by dost thou melt in such soft strains. 

Whilst she disdains? 



i 
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If she must still deny, 

Weep not, but die ; 

And in thy funeral fire, 

Shall all her fame expire. 
Thus both shall perish ; and as thou on thy hew 
Shall want her tears, so she shall want thy verse. 

Repine not then at thy blest state; 

Thou art above thy fate. 

But my fair Celia will not give 

Love enough to make me live ; 

Nor yet dart from her eye 

Scorn enough to make me die. 
Then let me weep alone, till her kind breath, 
Or blow my tears away, or speak my death. 



L. 

A PASTORAL DIALOGUE 

SHEPHERD. NYMPH. CHORUS. 

Shep. This mossy bank they pressed. A^ Tht 
oak 

Did canopy the happy pair 

All night from the damp air. 
Cho. Here let us sit, and sing the words they si 

Till the day breaking their embraces broki 

Shep. 

See Love, the blushes of the morn appear. 
And now she hangs her pearly store 
(Robb'd from the eastern shore,) 

I'th' cowslips bell, and roses rare : 

Sweet, I must stay no longer here. 
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Nymph, 

ose streaks of doubtful light usher not day, 
But show my sun must set ; no morn 
ihall shine till thou return ; 
e yellow planets, and the grey 
iwn, shall attend thee on thy way. 

Shep, 
thine eyes guild my paths, they may forbear 
Their useless shine. Nymph, My tears will quite 
Extinguish their faint light 
ep. Those drops will make their beams more clear 
m's flames will shine in every tear. 

Cho. 
ley kissed, and wept, and from their lips, and eyes, 
In a mixed dew, of briny sweet. 
Their joys and sorrows meet ; 
xt she cries out Nymph. Shepherd, arise, 
le sun betrays us else to spies. 

Shep, 
be winged hours fly fast whilst we embrace. 
But when we want their help to meet. 
They move with leaden feet 
'ym. Then let us pinion Time, and chase 
he day for ever from this place. 

Shep, 
ark! Nym, Aye me ! stay. Shep, For ever? Nym, 

No, arise. 
We must be gone. Shep, My nest of spice. 
Nym. My soul. Shep. My Paradise. 
ho. Neither could say farewell, but through their eyes 
rief, interrupted speech with tears supplies. 
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I. 
RED AND WHITE ROIB8. 

Read in these roses the sad story 

Of my hard fate, and your own glory ; 

In the White you may discover 

The paleness of a fainting lover ; 

In the Red, the flames still feeding 

On my heart with fresh wounds bleeding 

The White will tell you how I languish, 

And the Red express my anguish ; 

The White my innocence displaying, 

The red my martyrdom betraying. 

The frowns that on your brow resided, 

Have those roses thus divided. 

Oh ! let your smiles but clear the weather, 

And then they both shall grow together. 



LII. 
TO MY COUSIN C. R. MARRYING MY LAOT A. 

Happy youth, thou shalt possess 
Such a spring-tide of delight, 
As the sated appetite 
Shall, enjoying such excess. 
Wish the flood of pleasure less; 
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en the Hymeneal rite 

lerform'd, invoke the night, 

t may in shadows dress 

•o real happiness ; 

as Semele) the bright 

ty in her full might, 

ly feeble soul oppress. 

ng perfumes and glaring light, 

destroy both smell and sight 



LIII. 

ON AN ACCIDENT NECESSITATING H ir 
ITURE, CONSULTS WITH REASON. 

Lwer. 

t, nor backward turn your beams 

iyes, sad sighs lock in your breath, 

his wind, or in those streams, 

ev'd soul fly, or sail to death 

destroys me if I stay, 

s me if I go away ; 

e and fortune both are blind, 

ason, and resolve my doubt^ mind. 

Reason. 

blind Fortune be thy g^de, 
ainst the blinder god rebel, 
•sick heart shall not reside 
scorn and self-wilPd error dwell ; 
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Where entrance unto Truth is barr'd { 
Where Love and Faith find no reward ; 
For my Just hand may sometime move 
The wheel of Fortune, not the sphere of Love. 



LIV. 



PARTING, CBLIA WEEPS. 

Weep not, my dear, for I shah go 
Laden enough with my own woe ; 
Add not thy heaviness to mine ; 
Since fate our pleasures must disjoin, 
Why should our sorrows meet? if I 
Must go, and lose thy company, 
I wish not theirs ; it shall relieve 
My grief, to think thou dost not grieve. 
Yet grieve, and weep, that I may besr 
Every sigh, and every tear 
Away with me, so shall thy breast 
And eyes discharg'd, enjoy their rest : 
And it will glad my heart to see, 
Thou wert thus loath to part with me. 
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LV. 
PH ON THE LADY MARY VILLIERS. 

Lady Mary Villiers lies 

r this stone ; with weeping eyes 

•arents that first gave her birth, 

heir sad friends, laid her in earth. 

y of them, reader, were 

m unto thee., shed a tear ; 

thyself possess a gem, 

ar to thee, as this to them, 

^h a stranger to this place, 

il in theirs, thine own hard case ; 

liou, perhaps, at thy return, 

t find thy darling in an uin. 



LVI. 
ANOTHER. 

purest soul that e'er was sent 
a clayey tenement 
med this dust ; but the weak mould 
1 the great guest no longer hold ; 
substance was too pure, the flame 
glorious that thither came ; 
thousand cupids brought along 
ice on each wing, that did throng 
slace there, till they all oppressed 
seat in which they sought to rest ; 
le fair model broke for want 
3om to lodge the inhabitant. 
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LVII. 
ANOTHER. 

This little vault, this narrow room, 
Of love and beauty is the tomb ; 
The dawning beam, that 'gan to clear 
Our clouded sky, lies darkened here, 
For ever set to us ; by death 
Sent to inflame the world beneath, 
'T was but a bud, yet did contain 
More sweetness than shall spring again { 
A budding star, that might have grown 
Into a sun, when it had blown. 
This hopeful beauty did create 
New life in love's declining state ; 
But now his empire ends, and we 
From Are and wounding darts are free ; 
His brand, his bow, let no man fear. 
The flames, the arrows, all lie here. 



LVIII. 
EPITAPH ON THE LADY 6., WIPE TO SIR W. >• 

The harmony of colours, features, grace, 
Resulting airs (the magic of a face) 
Of musical sweet tunes, all which combined, 
To crown one sovereign beauty, lies confined 
To this dark vault She was a cabinet 
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Where all the choicest stones of price were set ; 
Whose native colours, and purest lustre lent 
Her eye, cheek, lip, a dazzling ornament ; 
Whose rare and hidden virtues did express 
Her inward beauties, and mind's fairer dress. 
The constant diamond, the wise chrysolite, 
The devout sapphire, emerald apt to write 
Records of memory, cheerful agate, grave 
And serious onyx, topaz, that doth save 
The brain's calm temper, witty amethyst, 
This precious quartie, or what else the list 
On Aaron's ephod planted had, she wore ; 
One only pearl was wanting to her store. 
Which in her Saviour's book she found expressed ; 
To purchase that, she sold death all the rest. 



LIX. 

1^ WEMTWORTH. THOMiE COMITIS CLEVELAND, 
I«IA PRJEMORTUJE PRIMA VIRGINIAM ANIMAM 
EXHALUIT. AN. DOM., JEt. SUA. 

And here the precious dust is laid. 
Whose purely- tempered clay was made 
So fine, that it the guest betrayed. 

Else the soul grew so fast within. 
It broke the outward shell of sin. 
And so was hatched a cherubin. 
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In heif^ht, it soared to God above; 
In depth, it did to knowledge move, 
And spread in breadth to general lore. 

Before, a pious duty shined 
To parents, courtesy behind, 
On either side an equal mind. 

Good to the poor, to kindred dear. 
To servants kind, to friendship clear. 
To nothing but herself severe. 

So though a virgin, yet a bride 
To every grace, she justified 
A chaste polygamy, and died. 

Learn from hence, reader, what small tro* 
We owe this world, where virtue must, i 
Frail as our flesh, crumble to dust 



LX. 
ON THE DUKE OP BUCKINGHAM. 
BEATIS8IMIS MANIBUS CHARISSIMI VIRI ILLV^ CONJOI' 

SIC PARENTAVIT. 

When in the brazen leaves of fame. 
The life, the death, of Buckingham 
Shall be recorded, if truth's hand 
iiicise the story of oxxxXyLwdk, 
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Posterity shall see a fair 

Structure, by the studious care 

Of two kings raised, that no less 

Their wisdom, than their power express ; 

By blinded zeal (whose doubtful light 

Made murder's scarlet robe seem white, 

^hose vain deluding phantasies charmed 

A clouded, sullen soul, and armed 

A. desperate hand, thirsty of blood) 

Tom firom the fair earth where it stood ; 

So the majestic fabric fell. 

^is actions let our annals tell ; 

IVe write no chronicle ; this pile 

Wears only sorrow's face and style. 

Which ev'n the envy that did wait 

XJpon his flourishing estate, 

Turn'd to soft pity of his death, 

^ow pays his hearse ; but that cheap breath 

Shall not blow here, nor the impure brine 

Puddle those streams that bathe this shrine. 
These are the pious obsequies, 

Drop'd from his chaste wife's pregnant eyes 

In frequent showers, and were alone 

By her congealing sighs made stone, 

On which the carver did bestow 

These forms and characters of woe ; 

So he the fashion only lent, 

Whilst she wept all this monument. 
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LXI. 
ANOTHER. 

SISTK H08PE8, SIVE INDIGENA, 8IVE ADVEKA* 
SITUDINIS RERUM MEMOR, PAUCA PELI^^ 

Reader, when these dumb stones have C^ 
In borrowed speech, what guest they hoi ^ 
Thou shalt confess, the vain pursuit 
Of human glory yields no fruit, 
But an untimely grave. If Fate 
Could constant happiness create, 
Her ministers, fortune, and worth. 
Had here that miracle brought forth ; 
They fix'd this child of honour where 
No room was left for hope or fear. 
Of more or less ; so high, so great 
His growth was, yet so safe his seat. 
Safe in the circle of his friends : 
Safe in his loyal heart and ends ; 
Safe in his native valiant spirit ; 
By favour safe, and safe by merit ; 
Safe by the stamp of nature, which 
Did strength, with shape and grace enrich : 
Safe in the cheerful courtesies 
Of flowing gestures, speech, and eyes ; 
Safe in his bounties, which were more 
Proportioned to his mind than store. 
Yet, though for virtue he becomes 
Involv*d himself in borrowed sums, 
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io hit care, he leaves betray'd 
Yiend engaged, no debt unpaid, 
ut though the stars conspire to shower 
n one head the united power 
UI their graces, if their dire 
ects must other breasts inspire 
h vicious thoughts, a murderer's knife 
'cut (as here) their darling's life. 
} can be happy then, if nature must, 
nake one happy man, make all men just ? 



LXIl 



a SONGS, BY WAY OF CHORUS TO A FLAY, 
BNTERTAINMENT OF THE KINO AND QUEEN, 
BY MY LORD CHAMBERLAIN : 

HE FIRST OP JEALOUSY. DIALOGUE. 

From whence was first this fury hurl'd, 
ousy into the world 7 
i from hell ? Arts. No, there doth reign 
latred, with disdain; 
the daughter is of love, 
beauty. Reply. Then above 
: derive from the third sphere 
'enly offspring. Aru. Neither there 
>8e immortal flames, could she 
* cold frozen pedigree. 

V 
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QmtsL If nor firom hearen nor hell, where 
Has she her birth f Jms. V th' hearts of m 
Beauty and fear did her create, 
Younger than lore, dder than hate. 
Sister to both, by beauty's side 
To love, by fear to hate allied ; 
Despair her issue is, whose race 
Of firuitful mischiefii drowns the space 
Of the wide earth in a swollen flood 
Of wrath, revenge, spite, rage, and blood. 

Que*. Oh, how can such a spurious line 
Proceed from parents so divii^e ? 

Jh*. As streams, which from their crystal 
Do sweet and clear their waters bring, 
Yet mingling with the brackish main. 
Nor taste nor colour they retain. 

Ques. Yet rivers 'twixt their own banks flc 
Still fresh , can jealousy do so ? 

Jlns, Yes, whilst she keeps the 8tead£ut gi 
Of hope and fear, her equal bound ; 
Hope sprung from favour, worth or chance, 
Towards the fair object doth advance ; 
Whilst fear, as watchful sentinel. 
Doth the invading foe repel ; 
And jealousy thus mixd, doth prove 
The season and the salt of love 
But when fear takes a larger scope, 
Stifling the child of reason, hope, 
Tlien sitting on the' usurped throne, 
She like a tyrant rules alone. 
As the wild ocean unconfin'd, 
nd racing as the northern wind. 
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LXIII. 
II. FEMININE HONOUR. 

In what esteem did the gods hold 
Fair ionocence, and the chaste bed, 

When scandal'd virtue might be bold. 
Bare-foot, upon sharp cultures, spread 

O'er burning coals to march, yet feel 

Nor scorching fire, nor piercing steel ? 

Why when the hard-edged iron did turn 

Soft as a bed of roses blown. 
When cruel flames forgot to burn 

Their chaste pure limbs, should man alone 
'Gainst female innocence conspire, 
Harder than steel, fiercer than tire ? 

Oh, hapless sex I Unequal sway 
Of partial honour 1 Who may know 

Rebels from subjects that obey, 
When malice can on vestals throw 

Disgrace, and fame fix high repute 

On the close shameless prostitute ? 

Vain honour ! thou art but disguise, 

A cheating voice, a juggling art : 
No judge of virtue, whose pure eyes 

Court her own image in the heart. 
More pleas'd with her true figure there. 
Than her false echo in the ear. 

F 2 
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LXIV. 
III. SEPARATION OF LOVERS. 

S rop the chafed boar, or play 
With the lion's paw, yet fear 
From the lover's side to tear 

Th' idol of his soul away. 

Though love enter by the sight 
To the heart, it doth not fly 
From the mind, when from the eye 

The fair objects take their flight 

But since want provokes desire, 
When we lose what we before 
Have enjoy'd, as we want more, 

So is love more set on fire. 

Love doth with an hungry eye 
Glut on beauty, and you may 
Safer snatch the tiger's prey. 

Than his vital food deny. 

Yet though absence for a space 
Sharpen the keen appetite. 
Long continuance doth quite 

All love's characters efface. 

For the sense not fed, denies 
Nourishment unto the mind, 
Which with expectation pined, 

Love, of a consumption dies. 
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LXV. 
IV. INCOMMUNICABILITY OF LOYB. 

ion. By what power was love confined 
one object ? Who can bind, 
: a limit to the free-born mind 7 

Nature ; for as bodies may 
ve at once but in one way, 
r can minds to more than one love stray. 

Yet I feel a double smart, 
'e's twinn'd-flame his forked dart, 
rhen hath wild lust, not love, possessed thy heart. 

Vhence springs love ? Ans. From beauty. Qu» 

Why 
)uld th' effect not multiply 
St i' th' heart, as doth the cause i' th' eye ? 

When two beauties equal are, 

se preferring neither fair, 

e stands still, distracted 'twixt the pair 

in equal distance lay 

fair lambs in the wolfs way : 

(ungry beast will starve ere choose his prey. 

t where one is chief, the rest 
ise, and that 's alone possessed, 
out a rival, monarch of the breast 
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LXVI. 
SONGS IN THE PLAY. 

A LOVER, IN THE DISGUISE OP AN AM A201I, H 
DEARLY BELOVED OF HIS MISTRESS. 

Cease tbou afflicted soul to mourn, 
Whose love and faith are paid with scorn; 
For I am starved that feel the blisses 
Of dear embraces, smiles, and kisses 
From my soul's idol, yet complain 
Of equal love more than disdain. 

Cease, beauty's exile, to lament 
The frozen shades of banishment, 
For I in that fair bosom dwell 
That is my paradise and hell ; 
Banished at home, at once at ease 
In the safe port, and tost on seas. 

Cease in cold jealous fears to pine 
Sad wretch, whom rivals undermine; 
For though I hold locked in mine arms 
My life's sole joy, a traitor's charms 
Prevail, whilst 1 may only blame 
Myself, that mine own rival am. 
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LXVII. 

ANOTHER. 

^ADT RESCUED FROM DEATH BT A KNIGHT, WHO IN 
THE INSTANT LEAVES HER, COMPLAINS THUS : 

'Oh whither is my fair sun fled, 

Bearing his light, not heat away? 
If thou repose in thy moist hed 

Of the sea queen, bring back the day 
To our dark clime, and thou shalt lie 
Bathed in the sea flows from mine eye. 

Upon that whirlwind didst thou ride 
Hence yet remain fixed in my heart 7 

From me, and to me, fled, and tied : 
Dark riddles of the amorous art ; 

Love lent thee wings to fly, so he 

Unfeathered, now must rest with me. 

Help, help, brave youth, I burn, I bleed. 
The cruel God with bow and brand 

Pursues the life thy valour freed. 
Disarm him with thy conquering hand ; 

And that thou mayest the wild boy tame. 

Give me his dart, keep thou his flame. 
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LXTIII. 

TO BEN JOXSOK 
t.ron or.cAKioN or his odbop DsriAaicK ahxexbi 

HIS PLAY OP THE HEW ISC2C. 

'Tis true, dear Ben, thy just chastising han». 
Hath fixed upon the sotted age a brand 
To their swollen pride, and empty scribbling due ; 
It cannot judge, nor write, and yet 'tis true 
Thy comic muse, from the exalted line 
Touched by thy Alchymist, doth since decline 
From that her zenith, and foretels a red 
And hluHhing evening, when she goes to bed; 
Yet such, as shall outshine the glimmering light 
With which all stars shall guild the following nigl 
Nor think it much (since all thy eaglets may 
Kridnru the sunny trial) if we say 
VliiH hath the stronger wing, or that doth shine 
Tricked up in fairer plumes, since all are thine. 
Who hath hit flock of cackling geese compared 
With tliy tuned choir of swans? or else who dared 
To call thy births deformed? but if thou bind 
Hy city -cuHtom, or by gavelkind, 
111 ftiual shares thy love on all thy race, 
W(i may distinguish of their sex and place; 
Though one hand form them, and though one 1 

strike 
Rouls into all, they are not all alike. 
Why should the follies, then, of this dull age, 
Draw nrom thy ptn suoh an immodest rage, 
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ms to blast thy (else imortal) Bayes, 
thine own tongue proclaims thy itch of praise, 
thirst mil argue drought. No : let be hurled 
thy works, by the detracting world, 
c malice can suggest ; let the route say, 
running sands, that (ere thou make a play) 
It the slow minutes, might a Goodwin frame 
swallow when thou'st done thy shipwrecked 
name. 
: them the dear expense of oil upbraid, 
2ked by thy watchful lamp, that hath betrayed 
theft the blood of martyred authors, spilt 
to thy ink, whilst thou growest pale with guilt. ' 
ipine not at the taper's thrifty waste, 
6at sleeks thy terser poems, nor is haste 
itdse, but excuse ; and if thou overcome 
. Imotty writer bring the booty home ; 
^or think it theft, if the rich spoils so torn 
Vom conquered authors, be as trophies worn. 
«et others glut on the extorted praise 
^f Tulga^ breath, trust thou to after days ; 
^y laboured works shall live, when time devours 
^e abortive offspring of their hasty hours. 
^ou art not of their rank, the quarrel lies 
'Within thine own verge ; then let this suffice — 
^e wiser world doth greater thee confess 
^*luui all men else, than thyself only less. 
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LXIX. 



AN HYMENEAL DIALOGUE. 



BRIDE AND OROOM. 



Groom, Tell me, my love, since Hymen tied 
The holy knot, hast thou not felt 
A new infused spirit slide 

Into thy breast, whilst thine did meitt 

Bride. First tell me, sweet, whose words were tho 
For though your voice the air did brea! 
Yet did my soul the sense compose, 
And through your lips my heart did ip 

Groom. Then I perceive, when from the flame 
Of love my scorch'd soul did retire, 
Your frozen heart in her place came. 
And sweetly melted in that fire. 



Bride, 'Tis true, for when that mutual change 
Of souls was made with equal gain, 
I straight might feel diffused a strange 
But gentle heat through every vein. 

Chorut, O blest disunion, that doth so 

Our bodies from our souls divide, 
As two do one, and one four grow, 
Each by contraction multiplied. 
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r. Thy bosom then V\\ make my nest, 

Since there my willing soul doth perch. 

n. And for my heart, in thy chaste breast, 
ril make an everlasting search. 

u. O blest disunion, that doth so 

Our bodies from our souls divide. 
As two do one, and one four grow, 
Each by contraction multiplied. 



LXX. 
OBSEQUIES TO THE LADY ANN HAY. 

ARD the virgins sigh, I saw the sleek 
polish'd courtier channel his fresh cheek 
. real tears; the new- betrothed maid 
d not that day ; the graver senate laid 
r business by ; of all the courtly throng, 
* seal'd the heart, and silence bound the tongue, 
at ne'er more of private sorrow knew 
I from my pen some froward mistress drew, 
fw the public woe, had my dull sense 
lar'd with ever adverse influence, 
le invader's sword might have, unfelt, 
:'d my dead bosom, yet began to melt ; 
Ts strong instinct did to my blood suggest, 
le unknown loss, peculiar interest, 
when I heard the noble Carlile's gem, 
fairest branch of Denny's ancient stem. 



92 CAREW'S POEMI. 

Was from that casket stolen, from this trunk torn, 
I found just cause why they, why I should mourn. 

But who shall guide my artless pen to draw 
Those blooming beauties, which I never saw? 
How shall posterity believe my story, 
If I her crowded graces, and the glory 
Due to her riper virtues, shall relate 
Without the knowledge of her mortal state f 
Shall I, as once Apelles, here a feature. 
There steal a grace, and rifling so whole nature 
Of all the sweets a learned eye can see. 
Figure one Venus, and say, such was she f 
Shall I her legend fill, with what of old 
Hath of the worthies of her sex been told. 
And what all pens and times to all dispense, 
Restrain to her by a prophetic sense ? 
Or shall I to the moral and divine 
Exactest laws shape, by an even line, 
A life so straight, as it should shame the square 
Left in the rules of Katherine or Clare, 
And call it hers — say, so did she begin, 
And, had she liv'd, such had her progress beent 
These are dull ways, by which base pens, tac hix9, 
Daub glorious vice, and from Apollo's choir 
Steal holy ditties, which profanely they 
Upon the hearse of every strumpet lay. 

We will not bathe thy corpse with a fore'd tear. 
Nor shall thy train borrow the blacks they wear: 
Such vulgar spice and gums embalm not thee— 
Thou art the theme of truth, not poetry. 
Thou shalt endure a trial by thy peers, 
Vu-gins of equal birth, of equal years, 
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Whose virtues held with thine an emulous strife, 
Shall draw thy picture, and record thy life. 
One shall ensphere thine eyes, another shall 
Impearl thy teeth ; a third, thy white and small 
Hand shall besnow ; a fourth, incarnadine 
Thy rosy cheek, until each beauteous line, 
Drawn by her hand, in whom that part excels, 
^eet in one centre, where all beauty dwells. 
Others in task shall thy choice virtues share. 
Some shall their birth, some their riper growth declare. 
1'hou|;h niggard Time left much unhatch'd by deeds, 
They shall relate how thou hadst all the seeds 
Of every virtue, which, in the pursuit 
Of time, must have brought forth admired fruit 
Thus shalt thou, from the mouth of envy, raise, 
A glorious journal of thy thrifty days, 

Xike a bright star, shot from his sphere, whose race 

In a continued line of flames we trace. 

This, if survey' d, shall to thy view impart 

How little more than late thou wert, thou art ; 

This shall gain credit with succeeding times, 

"When nor by bribed pens, nor partial rhymes 

Of engag'd kindred, but the sacred truth 

Is storied by the partners of thy youth ; 

Their breath shall saint thee, and be this thy pride, 

Thus even by rivals to be deitied. 
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LXXIl. 

TO THE COUNTESS OP AN0LE8BA, UPON 1 
MODERATELY, BY HER LAMENTED DEATH 
HUSBAND. 

Madam, men say you keep with dropping ey< 
Your sorrows fresh, watering the rose that liet 
FaH'n from your cheeks upon your dear lordN 
Alas ! those odours now no more can pierce 
H is cold pale nostiil, nor the crimson dye 
Present a graceful blush to his dark eye. 
Think you that flood of pearly moisture hath 
The virtue fabled of old iGson*s bath f 
You may your beauties and your youth consul 
Over his urn, and with your sighs perfume 
The solitary vault, which as you groan, 
In hollow echoes shall repeat your moan ; 
There you may wither, and an autumn bring 
Upon yourself, but not call back his spring. 
Forbear your fruitless grief, then, and let thoi 
Whose love was doubted, gain belief with shoi 
To their suspected faith ; you, whose whole HI 
Jn every act crown'd you a constant wife, 
May spare the practice of that vulgar trade, 
Which superstitious custom only made ; 
llather, a widow now, of wisdom prove 
Tlie pattern, as a wife you were of love ; 
Yet, since you surfeit on your grief 'tis fit 
1 tell the world upon wh:it cates you sit 
Glutting your sorrows ; and at once include 
His story, your excuse, my gratitude. 



CAREW'S POEMS. 95 

You, that behold how yond' sad lady blends 

Those ashes with her tears, lest, as she spends 

Her tributary sighs, the frequent gust 

Might scatter up and down the noble dust — 

Know when that heap of atoms was with blood 

Kneaded to solid flesh, and firmly stood 

On stately pillars, the rare form might move 

The froward Juno's or chaste Cynthia's love. 

In motion, active grace, in rest, a calm 

Attractive sweetness, brought both wound and balm 

To every heart. He was compos'd of all 

The wishes of ripe virgins, when they call 

For Hymen's rites, and in their fancies wed 

A shape of studied beauties to their bed. 

Within this curious palace dwelt a soul 

Gave lustre to each part, and to the whole : 

This dress'd his face in courteous smiles, and so 

From comely gestures sweeter manners flow : 

This courage join'd to strength ; so the hand, bent. 

Was valour's, open'd, bounty's instrument, 

Which did the scale and sword of justice hold. 

Knew how to brandish steel and scatter gold. 

This taught him not to engage his modest tongue 

In suits of private gain, though public wrong ; 

Nor misemploy (as is the great man's use) 

His credit with his master, to traduce, 

Deprave, malign, and ruin innocence. 

In proud revenge of some misjudg'd ofience. 

But all his actions had the noble end 

T' advance desert, or grace some worthy friend. 

He chose not in the active stream to swim. 

Nor hunted honour, which yet hunted him ; 
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But like a quiet eddy, that hath found 
Some hollow creek, there turns his waters round 
And, in continual circles, dances free 
From t}ie impetuous torrent ; so did he 
Give others leave to turn the wheel of state, 
(Whose restless motions spins the subject's fate,' 
Whilst he, retir'd from the tumultuous noise 
Of court and suitors' press, apart enjoys 
Freedom and mirth, himself, his time, and friew 
And with sweet relish tastes each hour he spend 
I could remember how his noble heart 
Frst kindled at your beauties ; with what art 
He chas'd his game through all opposing fears, 
When I his sighs to you, and back your tears 
Convey'd to him ; how loyal then, and how 
Constant he prov'd since to his marriage vow, 
So as his wan4'ring eyes never drew in 
One lustful thought to tempt his soul to sin ; 
But that I fear such mention rather may 
Kindle new grief, than blow the old away. 

Then let him rest join'd to great Buckingham 
And with his brothers mingle his bright flame, 
Look up, and meet their beams, and you from 
May chance derive a cheerful influence. 
Seek him no more in dust, but call again 
Your scatter'd beauties home, and so the pen. 
Which now I take from this sad elegy, 
Shall sing the trophies of your conquering eye. 
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LZXII. 

EOY UPON THE DEATH OF DR. DONNE, DEAN 
OP PAUL'S. 

e not force from widowed poetry, 

lou art dead, great Donne, one elegy, 

wn thy hearse 7 Why yet did we not trust, 

h with unkneaded dough- bak'd prose, thy dust, 

IS the uncizar'd lecf rer from the flower 

ling rhet'ric,, short-liy'd as his hour, 

I thy sand that measures it, might lay 

thy ashes on the funeral day ? 

we nor tune, nor voice ? Didst thou dispense 

gh all our language both, the words and sense 7 

sad truth. The pulpit may her plain 
ober Christian precepts still retain ; 
ines it may, and wholesome uses, frame, 

homilies, and lectures ; but the flame 
y brave soul, that shot such heat and light, 
mt our earth, and made our darkness bright, 
litted holy rapes upon the will, 
irough the eye the melting heart distil, 
he deep knowledge of dark truths so teach, 
ise might judge what fancy could not reach, 
be desir'd for- ever. So the fire 
fills with spirit and heat the Delphic choir, 
1, kindled first by the Promethean breath, 
d here awhile, lies quench'd now in thy death, 
fuses' garden, with pedantic weeds 
yread, was purg'd by thee, the Xax^ u^^^% 



98 CARBW'S rOBMI. 

Of servile imitation thrown away, 
And friesb invention planted ; thou didit pay 
The debts of our penurious bankrupt age : 
Licentious thefts, that make poetic rage 
A mimic fury, when our souls must be 
Possessed, or with Anacreon's ecstasy, 
Or Pindar's, not their own, the subtle cheat 
Of sly exchanges, and the juggling feat 
Of two-edg'd words, or whatsoever wrong 
By ours was done the Greek or Latin tongue, 
Thou hast redeemed, and opened as a mine 
Of rich and pregnant fancy, drawn a line 
Of masculine expression, which, had good 
Old Orpheus seen, or all the ancient brood 
Our superstitious fools admire, and hold 
Their lead more precious than thy bumish'd gold, 
Thou hadst been their exchequer, and no more, 
They each on others' dung had searched for ore. 
Thou shalt yield no precedence but of time, 
And the blind fate of language, whose tun'd chi 
More charms the outward sense ; yet thou may'i 
From so great disadvantage, greater fame. 
Since to the awe of thy imperious wit 
Our troublesome language bends, made only fi 
With her tough thick-rib'd-hoops, to gird aboi 
Thy giant fancy, which had proved too stout 
For their soft^melting phrases. As in time 
They had the start, so did they cull the primf 
Buds of invention many a hundred year. 
And left the rifled fields, besides the fear 
To touch their harvest ; yet from those bare 
Of what was only thine, thy only hands 



CAREW'S POEMS. 99 

^.And that their smallest work) have gleaned more 
r'han all those times and tongues could reap before. 

But thou art gone, and thy strict laws will be 
t*oo hard for libertines in poetry ; 
f hey will recall the goodly e:xird train 
^f gods and goddesses, which in thy just reign 
Was banish'd nobler poems ; now, with these, 
rhe silenc'd tales i' tb' metamorphoses 
Shall stuff their lines, and swell the windy page, 
t*ill verse, refin'd by thee in this last age, 
Vum ballad-rhyme, or those old idols be 
^dor'd again with new apostasy. 

pardon me, that break with untuned verse 
The reverend silence that attends thy hearse, 
VThose solemn awful murmurs were to thee. 
More than these rude lines, a loud elegy, 
That did proclaim in a dumb eloquence. 

The death of all the arts, whose influence. 
Grown feeble, in these panting numbers lies 
Gasping short- winded accents, and so dies. 
So doth the swiftly-turning wheel not stand 
f q' th' instant we withdraw the moving hand ; 
But some short time retain a faint weak course, 
By virtue of the first impulsive force ; 
And so, whilst I cast on thy funeral pile 
Tby crown of bays, oh, let it crack awhile, 
And spit disdain, till the devouring flashes 
Suck all the moisture up, then turn to ashes. 

1 will not draw the envy, to engross 
All thy perfections, or weep all the loss ; 
1'hose are too numerous for one elegy, 
And this too great to be express' d by me. 

G t? 



100 CAKEW'S POEMS. 

l<et Others carve the rest ; it will suffice 

1 on thy grave this epitaph iocise : 

Here lies a king, that nil'd as he thought fit 

The universal monarchy of wit ; 

Here lies two Flamens, and both those the bes^-• 

Apollo's first, at last the true Grod's priest. 



^ 

: 



LXXIII. 

IN ANSWER OF AN ELEGIACAL LETTER UPON Til 
DbATH OF THE KING OF SWEDEN, FROM AUU* 
LIAN TOWNSEND, INVIIINQ ME TO WRITE OH 
THAT hUBJECT. 

Why dost thou sound, my dear Aurelian, 

In so shrill accents, from thy Barbican, 

A loud alarum to my drowsy eyes, 

Bidding them wake in tears and elegies 

For mighty Sweden's fail ? Alas ! how may 

My lync feet that of the smooth soft way 

Of love and beauty only know the tread. 

In dancing paces celebrate the dead 

Victorious king, or his majestic hearse 

Profane with th' humble touch of their low verse? 

Virgil, nor Lucan, no, nor Tasso, mate 

Than both, not Donne, worth all that went before, 

With the united labour of their wit, 

Could a just poem to this subject fit 

His actions were too mighty to be rais'd 

Higher by verse — let him in prose be prais'd, 
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modest faithful story, which his deeds 
ill turn to poems ; when the next age reads 
Frankfort, Leipsig, Worsburg, of the Rhine, 
e Leek, the Danube, Tilly, Wallestein, 
raria, Papenheim, Lutzenfield, where he 
in'd after death a posthume victory, 
ey'U think his acts things rather feign'd than done, 
[e our romances of the night o' th' sun. 
ive we him then to the grave chronicler, 
10, though to annals he cannot refer 
i too-brief story, yet his journals may 
nd by the Caesar's years, and every day 
t into minutes, each shall more contain 
great designment than an emperor's reign ; 
d (since 'twas but his church-yard) let him have 
* his own ashes now no narrower grave 
m the whole German continent's vast womb, 
list all her cities do but make his tomb, 
us to supreme Providence commit 
fate of monarchs, which first thought it fit 
;nd the empire from the Austrian grasp ; 
next from Sweden's, even when he did clasp 
hin his dying arms the sovereignty 
those provinces, that men might see 
divine wisdom would not leave that land 
t to any one king's sole command. 
>t the Germans fear if Caesar shall, 
united princes rise and fall : 
us, that in myrtle bowers sit 
ecure shades, use the benefit 
e and plenty, which the blessed hand 
'ood Ring g^ives this obdurate land 
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Let us of revels sing, and let thy breath 
(Which filled Fame's trumpet with Gustavus' death, 
Blowing his name to heaven) gently inspire 
Thy past'ral pipe, till all our swains admire 
Thy song and subject, whilst they both comprise 
The beauties of the Shepherd*8 Paradise, 
For who like thee, (whose loose discourse is for 
More neat and polish' d than our poems are, 
Whose very gait's more graceful than our dance,) 
In sweetly- flowing numbers, may advance 
The glorious night ; when, not to act foul rapes. 
Like birds or beasts, but in their angel-shapes, 
A troop of deities came down to guide 
Our steerless barques in passion's swelling tide 
By virtue's card, and brought us from above 
A pattern of their own celestial love. 
Nor lay it in dark sullen precepts drown'd. 
But with rich fancy and clear action crown'd. 
Through a mysterious fable (that was drawn 
Like a transparent veil of purest lawn 
Before their dazzling beauties) the divine 
Venus did with her heavenly Cupid shine. 
The story's curious web, the masculine style, 
The subtle sense, did time and sleep beguile; 
Pinion'd and charm'd they stood to gaze upon 
Tir angel-like forms, gestures, and motion ; 
To hear those ravishing sounds, that did dispense 
Knowledge and pleasure to the soul and sense. 
It fill'd us with amazement to behold 
Love made all spirit, his corporeal mould, 
Dissected into atoms, melt away 
To empty air, and from the gross allay 
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Of mixtures, and compounding accidents 
liefin'd to immaterial elements. 
Hut when the Queen of Beauty did inspire 
X*he air with perfumes, and our hearts with fire, 
Hreathing, firom her celestial organ, sweet 
Harmonious notes, our souls fell at her feet. 
And did, with humble reverend duty, more 
Her rare perfections than high state adore. 

These harmless pastimes let my Townsend sing 
To rural tunes t not that thy muse wants wii«g 
1*0 soar a loftier pitch, for she hath made 
A noble flight, and plac'd th' heroic shade 
Aboye the reach of our £unt flagging rhyme ; 
But these are subjects proper to our clime. 
Tourneys, masques, theatres, better become 
Our halcyon days ; what though the German drum 
bellow for freedom and revenge, the noise 
Concerns not us, nor should divert our joys : 
Nor ought the thunder of their carbines 
^own the sweet airs of our tun'd violins ; 
Relieve me, firicnd, if their prevailing powers 
^^0 them a calm security like ours, 
"^ey '11 hang their arms upon the olive bough, 
^nd dance, and revel then, as we do now. 
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LXXIV. 

UPON MASTER W. MONTAGUE — HIS EETURl 

TRAVEL. 

Lead the black bull to slaughter, with the 
And lamb ; then purple with their mingled g 
The ocean's curled brow, that so we may 
The sea-floods for their careful waftage pay ; 
Send grateful incense up in pious smoke 
To those mild spirits, that cast a curbing y 
Upon the stubborn winds, that calmly blew 
To the wish'd shore our loag'd-for Montague. 
Then whilst the aromatic odours burn, 
In honour of their darling's safe return. 
The Muse's choir shall thus, with voice and 1 
Bless the fair gale that drove his ship to land 
Sweetly breathing vernal air, 
That with kind warmth dost repair 
Winter's ruins, from whose breast 
All the gums and spice of th' east 
Borrow their perfumes ; whose eye 
Gilds the morn and clean the sky, 
Whose dishevell'd tresses shed 
Pearls upon the violet bed. 
On whose brow with calm smiles dress 
The halcyon sits and builds her nest ; 
Beauty, youth, and endless spring, 
Dwell upon thy rosy wing. 
Thou, if stormy Boreas throws 
Dowu whole {ore8Uv?\i%u>a.*\^««% 
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With a pregnant flowery birth 

Canst refresh the teeming earth ; 

If he nip the early bud, 

If he bldst what 's fair or good, 

If he scatter our choice flowers, 

If he shake our halhi or bowers. 

If his rude breath threaten us. 

Thou canst stroke great ^olus. 

And from him the grace obtain 

To bind him in an iron chain. 
IS, whilst you deal your body 'mongst your friends, 
1 fill their circling arms, my glad soul sends 
s her embrace : thus we of Delphos greet — 
laymen clasp their hands, we join our feet 



LXXV. 
TO MASTER W. MONTAGUE. 

'R, I arrest you at your country's suit, 

^0, as a debt to her requires the fruit 

f that rich stock, which she, by nature's hand, 

ave you in trust, to th' use of this whole land. 

^t, she indicts you of a felony, 

^ stealing what was her property, 

^urself from hence, so seeking to convey 

te public treasure of the state away. 

Ore, y' are accused of ostracism, the fate 

ipos'd of old by the Athenian state 

^ eminent virtue ; but that curse, which. th«^ 

^t on their men, you on your co\mtrj \wj 
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For, thuB divided from your noble parti, 
This kingrdom liTes in exile, and all hearti, 
That relish worth or honour, being rent 
From your perfections, suffer baniihment: 
These are your public ii^uries ; but I 
Have a just private quarrel to defy, 
Bnd call you coward, thus to run away 
When you had pierc'd my heart, not daring stay 
Till 1 redeem'd my honour ; but I swear 
By Celia's eyes, by the same force to tear 
Your heart from you, or not to end this strifo 
Till I or find revenge, or lose my life. 
But as in single fights it oft hath been. 
In that unequal equal trial seen. 
That he who had receiv*d the wrong at first 
Came from the combat oft too with the wont; 
So, if you foil me when we meet, I '11 then 
Give you fair leave to wound me so again. 



LXXVI. 

ON THE MARRIAGE OF T. K. AND C. C. THE MUbMU 

STORM. 

Such should this day be, so the sun should bid^ 
His bashful face, and let the conquering bride 
Without a rival shine, whilst he forbears 
To mingle his unequal beams with hers; 
Or if sometimes he glance his squinting eye 
Between the parting clouds, 'tis but to spy. 
Not emulate her glories ; so comes dress'd 
In veils, but as a masquer to the feast 



CAREW'S rOEMB. 107 

I heayen should lower, such stormy gusts should 

blow, 
to denounce ungentle fates, but show 
cheerful bridegroom to the clouds and wind 
b all his tears and all his sighs assign' d. 
tempests struggle in the air, hut rest 
rnal calms within thy peaceful breast, 
ice happy youth ; but ever sacrifice 
that fair hand that dried thy blubb'red eyes, 
t crown'd thy head with roses, and tuni'd all 
plagues of love into a cordial, 
iti first it join'd her virgin snow to thine, 
ich when to-day the priest shall recombine, 
m the mysterious holy touch such charms 
I flow, as shall unlock her wreathed arms, 
I open a free passage to that fruit 
ich thou hast toil'd for with a long pursuit, 
ere thou feed, that thou may'st better taste 
present joys, think on thy torments past ; 
nk on the mercy freed thee ; think upon 
' virtues, graces, beauties, one by one ; 
(halt thou relish alt, enjoy the whole 
i^hts of her fair body and pure soul, 
n boldly to the fight of love proceed, 
' mercy not to pity though she bleed ; 
'11 strew no nutS; but change that ancient form, 
till to-morrow we '11 prorogue this storm, 
ich shall confound, with its loud whistling noise, 
r pleasing shrieks* and fan thy panting joys. 
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LXXVII. 



FOR A PICTURE, WHERE A QUEEN LAMENTS OYI 
THE TOMB OF A SLAIN KNIGHT. 

Brave youth, to whom fate in one hour 
Gave death and conquest, by whose power 
Those chains about my heart are wound, 
With which the foe my kingdom bound, 
Freed, and captiv'd by thee, I bring 
For either act an offering ; 
For victory, this wreath of bay ; 
In sign of thraldom, down I lay 
Sceptre and crown : take from my sight 
Those royal robes, since fortune's spite 
Forbids me live thy virtue's prize, 
I'll die thy valour's sacrifice. 



LXXVII I. 
TO A lady that desired I WOULD LOVE HBI. 

I. 

Now you have freely given me leave to love. 

What will you do? 

Shall I your mirth or passion move 

When I begin to woo t 

Will you torment, or scorn, or love me too? 
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II. 



beauty can disdain, and I, 
Spite of your hate 

ur leave can see, and die ; 

Dispense a nobler fate ; 

) destroy, you may create. 



III. 



ne leave to love, and love me too, 

Not with design 
I Love's curst rebels do. 

When puling poets whine, 
eir beauty from their blubbered eyne. 



IV. 



uddle, and reflects not clear, 

Your beauty's rays ; 
ire streams ; your eyes appear 

Sullen in sadder lays, 
numbers they shine bright with praise 



v. 

11 not mention, to express you fair. 

Wounds, flames, and darts, 

^our brow, nets in your hair. 

Suborning all your parts, 

y, or torture captive hearts. 



I 



1 10 CARKW'a FORMS. 

VI. 

I'll make your eyes like morning tuns appear, 

As mild and fair, 

Y our brow as crystal smooth and clear, 

And your dishevelled hair 

l^hall flow like a calm region of the air. 

Vil. 

Rich Nature's store (which is the poet's treasure) 

I'll spend to dress 

Your beauties, if your mine of pleasure, 

In equal thankfulness, 

You but unlock, so we each other bless. 



LXXIX. 

UPON MY LORD CHIBF JUSTICE HIS ELECTION Of )<' 
LADY A. W. FOR HIS MISTRESS. 

I. 

Hear this, and tremble all 

Usurping beauties, that create 
A government tyrannical 
In Love's free state: 
Justice hath to the sword or your edged eyes 
His equal balance joined, his sage head lies 
In Love's soft lap, which must be just and wise* 
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II 

how the stern law breathes 
th amorous sighs, and now prepares 
tters, but of silken wreaths 
d braided hairs ; 
rods and axes are exiled, 
■» crowned with roses. Love hath filed 
3Ughness, Justice is grown mild. 

III. 

rolden age returns, 

ve*B bow and quiver useless lie, 

baft, his brand, nor wounds, nor bums, 

d cruelty 

ell ; the fair shall all be kind ; 

ball be beloved the froward mind 

ed shape shall be confined. 

IV. 

ea hath possessed 
earthly seat, and now remains 
inche's heart, but Wentworth's breast 
at guest contains ; 
e dwells, yet hath not left the skies, 
' sphere ; for, new-enthroned, she cries, 
eaven but in fair Wentworth's eyes. 
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LXXX. 



TO A. D. UNREASONABLE DISTRUSTFUL OF HER 

BEAUTY. 

Fair Doris, break thy glass ; it hath perplexed, 

With a dark comment, beauty's clearest text; 

It hath not told thy face's story true, 

But brought false copies to thy jealous view. 

No colour, feature, lovely hair, or grace, 

That ever yet adorned a beauteous face, 

But thou must read in thine, or justly doubt 

Thy glass hath been suborned to leave it out ; 

But if it offer to thy nice survey 

A spot, a stain, a blemish, or decay, 

It not belongs to thee — the treacherous light, 

Or faithless stone, abuse thy credulous sight. 

Perhaps the magic of thy face hath wrought 

Upon the enchanted crystal, and so brought 

Fantastic shadows to delude thine eyes 

With hairy repercussive sorceries ; 

Or else the enamoured image pines away 

For love of the fair object, and so may 

Wax pale and wan, and though the substance gro 

Lively and fresh, that may consume with woe ; 

Give then no faith to the false specular stone, 

But'let thy beauties by th' effects be known. 

Look, sweetest Doris, on my love-siek heart. 

In that true mirror see how fair thou art ; 

There, by Love's never-erring pencil drawn, 

Shalt thou behold thy face, like th' early dawn. 
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lirough the shady coyert of thy hair, 
lling^y and perfuming the calm air 
•earls and roses, till thy suns display 
ids, and let out the imprisoned day ; 

Delphic priests, enlightened hy their theme, 
>rou8 numbers count thy golden beam, 
>m Love's altars clouds of sighs arise 
>king incense to adore thine eyes. 

love flow from beauty as th' effect, 
mat thou the resistless cause suspect ? 
rould not brand that fool, that should contend 
was no 0re where smoke and flames ascend ? 
}t is worse than scorn, not to believe 
rms, is greater wrong than not to grieve ; 
:ure can for my festering sore be found, 

thou believ'st thy beauty cannot wound ? 
umble thoughts more cruel tyrants prove 
ill the pride that e'er usurped in love, 
ianty's herald here dcnounceth war, 
are false spies <betray me to a snare. 

disguised in balls of snow, were hurled ; 
ispected might consume the world ; 

our prevention ends, danger begins 
ves in sheep's, lions in asses' skins, 
far more mischief work, because less feared ; 
the whole flock, these might kill all the herd, 
r then as thou art, break through this cloud, 
« thy beauty, though thou thence grow proiid ; 
r though scornful ; rather let me find 
:ruel, than thus mild, and more unkind ; 
•uelty doth only me defy, 

dull thoughts thee to thyself deny. 
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Whether thou mean to barter or bestow 
Thyself, 'tis fit thou thine own value know. 
I will not cheat thee of thyself, nor pay 
Less for thee than thou art worth ; thou shalt 
That is but brittle glass, which I have found 
By strict inquiry a firm diamond. 
I'll trade with no such Indian fools, as sells 
Gold, pearls, and precious stones, for beads and 
Nor will I take a present from your hand, 
Which you or prise not, or not understand ; 
It not endears your bounty that I do 
Esteem your gift, unless you do so too ; 
You undervalue me, when you bestow 
On me what you nor care for, nor yet know. 
No, lovely Doris, change thoughts and be 
In love first with thyself and then with me. 
You are afilicted that you are not fair. 
And I as much tormented that you are. 
What I admire, you scorn ; what I love, hate ; 
Through dififerent faiths, both share an equal U 
Fast to the truth, which you renounce, I stick ; 
I die a martyr, you an heretic 



LXXXI. 
TO MY FRIEND G. N. FROM WREST. 

1 BREATHE, sweet Ghib, the temperate air of V 
Where I no more with raging storms oppretsei 



CAREW'S POEMS. 115 

^ear the cold nights out by the banks of Tweed, 
On the bleak mountainsi where fierce tempests breed, 
And everlasting winter dwells ; where mild 
^avonius, and the vernal winds exiled, 
X>id uever spread their wings; but the wild north 
brings sterile fern, thistles, and brambles forth, 
^ere, steep'd in balmy dew, the pregnant earth 
^cnds forth her teeming womb a flowery birth, 
And, cherish'd with the warm sun's quick'ning heat, 
H[cr porous bosom doth rich odours sweat, 
Pilose perfumes through the ambient air diffuse 
^iteh native aromatics^ as we use 
*^o foreign gums, nor essence fetch'd from far, 
^0 Tidatile spirits, nor compounds that are 
Adulterate ; but, as nature's cheap expense, 
^ith far more genuine sweets refresh the sense. 
Such pure and uncompounded beauties bless 
^*1ub mansion with an useful comeliness, 
*^oid of art, for here the architect 
^^ not with curious skill a pile erect 
^^ carved marble, touch, or porphyry, 
^ut built a house for hospitality ; 
' -^0 sumptuous chimney-piece of shining stone 
'nvites the stranger's eye to gaze upon. 
And coldly entertains his sight, but clear 
•And cheerful flames cherish and warm him here ; 
*^o Doric nor Corinthian pillars grace 
^ith imagery this structure's naked face, 
-^e lord and lady of this place delight 
*^tber to be in act, than seem in sight ; 
^^••tead of statues to adorn their wall, 
b1 I. They throng with living men their merry hall, 

I H2 
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Where, at large tables fill'd with wholesome 
The servant, tenant, and kind neighbour eat 
Some of that rank spun of a finer thread 
C Are, with the women, steward, and chapjain, 
With daintier cates ; others of better note. 
Whom wealth, parts, office, or the herald's c 
Have sever'd from the common, freely sit 
At the lord's table, whose spread sides admit 
A large access of friends, to fill those seats 
Of his capacious circle, fiU'd with meats 
Of choicest relish, till his oaken back 
Under the load of pil'd-up dishes crack. 
Nor think, because our pyramids, and high 
Exalted turrets, threaten not the sky, 
That therefore Wrest of narrowness complai 
Or strengthened walls, for she more numero 
Of noble guests daily receives, and those 
Can with far more convenience dispose 
Than prouder piles, where the vain builder t 
More cost in outward gay embellishment 
Than real use, which was the sole design 
Df our contriver, who made things not fine. 
But fit for service. Amalthea's horn 
Of plenty is not in effigy worn 
Without the gate, but she within the door 
Empties her free and unexhausted store. 
Nor, crown'd with wh eaten wreaths, doth C< 
In stone, with a crook'd sickle in her hand ; 
Nor, on a marble tun, his face besmear'd 
With grapes, is curl'd, unscissor'd Bacchus 
We off*er not in emblems to the eyes. 
But to the taste, those useful deities. 
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the juicy god, and quaff his blood, 

1 the yellow goddess into food. 

iciine not all the work of art ; 

e more bounteous nature bears a part, 

es her handmaid, if she but dispense 

r, she with care and diligence 

her skill ; for where the neighbour source 

th her waters, she directs their course, 

rtains the flowing streams in deep 

ious channels, where they slowly creep 

windings, as the shelving ground 

>m in circles, till they twice surround 

id mansion, which i' th' centre plac'd, 

double crystal heaven embrac'd, 

our watery constellations float, 

s, swans, our waterman and boat, 

ly those above, who wish to slake 

r-burnt limbs in our refreshing lake ; 

stick fast nail'd to the barren sphere, 

ir increase, in fertile waters here, 

nd wander freely where they please, 

ie circuit of our narrow seas. 

arious trees we fringe the water's brink, 

lirsty roots the soaking moisture drink ; 

se extended boughs, in equal ranks, 

it, and shade, and beauty to the banks. 

ide young Vertumnus sits, and courts 

y-cheek'd Pomona ; Zephyr sports 

her with lov'd Flora, yielding there 

)r the smell, sweets for the palate here. 

^ou taste the high and mighty drink 

ora that fountain flows, you 'd clearly think 
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The god of wine did bis plump clusters bring. 
And crush the Falerne grape into our spring; 
Or else, disguis'd in watery robes, did swim 
To Ceres' bed, and make her big of him, 
Begetting to himself on her ; for know 
Our vintage here in March dotli nothing owe 
To theirs in autumn, but our fire boils here 
As lusty liquor as the sun makes there. 

Thus I enjoy myself, and taste the fruit 
Of this bless'd peace ; whilst, toil'd in the puriuit 
Of bucks and stags' th' emblem of war, you strive 
To keep the memory of our arms alive. 



LXXXII. 

A N E W-Y E A R'B GIFT. 
TO THE KINO. 

Look back, old Janus, and survey. 
From Time's birth till this new-bom day, 
All the successful season bound 
With laurel wreaths and trophies crown'd : 
Turn o'er the annals past, and where 
Happy auspicious days appear, 
Mark'd with the whiter stone, that cast 
On the dark brow of th' ages past 
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dazzling lustre, let them sifine 
1 this succeeding circle's twine, 
ill it be round with glories spread ; 
hen with it crown our Charles's head, 
hat we th' ensuing year may call 
ne great continued festivaL 
resh ^oys, in varied forms, apply 
a each distinct captivity. 
iason his cares by day with nights 
rown'd with all conjugal delights ; 
[ay the choice beauties that enflame 
[is royal breast be still the same ; 
nd he still think them such, since more 
hou canst not give from nature's store, 
hen as a father let him be 
rith numerous issue blest, and see 
he fair and god-like offspring grown 
rom budding stars to suns full blown, 
ircle with peaceful olive bows, 
nd conquering bayes, his regal brows, 
et Ills strong virtues overcome, 
ad bring him bloodless trophies home ; 
d*ew all the pavements where he treads 
Jith. loyal hearts, or rebels' heads ; 
ut, Byfront, open thou no more, 
d his blest reign, the temple door. 
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LXXXIII. 
TO THE QUEEN. 

Thou great commandress, that dost mo^e 
Thy sceptre o'er the crown of love, 
And through his empire, with the awe 
Of thy chaste beams, dost give the law ; 
From his profaner altars, we 
Turn to adore thy deity : 
He only can wild lust provoke, 
Thou those impurer flames canst choke ; 
And where he scatters looser fires, 
Thou turn'st them into chaste desires ; 
His kingdom knows no rule but this — 
Whatever pleaseth, lawful is ; 
Thy sacred law shows us the path 
Of modesty and constant faith. 
Which makes the rude male satisfied 
With one fair female by his side ; 
Doth either sex to each unite. 
And form love's pure hermaphrodite. 
^ To this thy faith behold the wild 
Satyr already reconciled. 
Who, trom the influence of thine eye, 
Hath sucked the deep divinity. 
O free them then, that they may teach 
The centaur, and the horseman preach 
To beasts and birds, sweetly to rest, 
Each in his proper lair and nest: 
They shall convey it to the flood, 
Till there thy law be understood: 
So shalt thou with thy pregnant fire. 
The water, earth and air, inspire. 



CAREW'S POEMS. 121 

LXXXIV. 

to THE NEW YEAR, 

FOR THE COUNTESS OF CARLISLE. 

Give Lucinda pearl nor stone ; 
Lend them light who else have none ; 
Let her beauties shine' alone. 

Gums nor spice bring from the east, 
For the phoenix in her breast 
Builds his funeral pile and nest 

No tiar thou canst invent, 
Shall to grace her form be sent ; 
She adorns all ornament. 



Give her nothing ; but restore 
Those sweet smiles which, heretofore, 
In her cheerful eyes she wore. 

Drive those envious clouds away. 
Vales that have o'ercast my day, . 
And eclipsed her brighter ray. 

Let the royal Goth mow down 
This year's harvest with his own 
Sword, and spare Lucinda' s frown. 

Janus, if, when next I trace 
Those sweet lines, I in her lace 
Read the charter of my grace, 



V* 



t 
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Then from bright Apollo's tree, 
Such a garland wreath shall be, 
As shall crown both her and thee. 



LXXXV. 

TO MT HONOURED FRIEND, MASTER THOMAS MAI 
UPON HIS COMEDY, THE HEIR. 

The Heir being bom, was in his tender age 
Rocked in the cradle of a private stage. 
Where, lifted up by many a willing hand. 
The child did from the first day fairly stand ; 
Since, having gathered strength, he dares prefer 
His steps into the public theatre, 
llie world : where be despairs not but to find 
A doom from men more able, not less kind. 

I but his usher am, yet if my word 
May pass, I dare be bound he will afford 
Things must deserve a welcome, if well known, 
Such as best writers would have wished their own. 

You shall observe his words in order meet, 
And softly stealing on with equal feet 
Slide into even numbeia, W\t\v %wci\v sgra^e 
Aa each word had been tao\x\^ft^ *.at ^^\. -^^ka. 
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a shall perceive an amorous passion, spun 
so smooth a web, as had the sun, 
D he pursued the swiftly flying maid, 
ted her in such language, she had staid ; 
re so well expressed, must be the same 
author felt himself from his fair flame. 

le whole plot doth alike itself disclose 
lugh the five acts, as doth the lock that goes 
1 letters, for, till every one be known, 
lock's as fast as if you had found none ; 
where his sportive Muse doth draw a thread 
nirth, chaste matrons may not blush to read* 

bus have I thought it fitter to reveal 
want of art, dear firiend, than to conceal 
love. It did appear I did not mean 
commend thy well-wrought comic scene, 
oaen might judge my aim rather to be 
sain praise to myself, than give it thee ; 
ingh I can give thee none but what thou hast 
>erved, and what must my faint breath out-last. 

'et was this garment (though I skilless be 
take thy measure) only made for thee, 
i if it prove too scant, 'tis cause the stuff 
•ure allowed me was not large enough. 
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TO MY WORTHY FRIEND MASTER OBOROE lAKIM, 
OS UIS TRANSLATION OF THE FSALMS. 

I PRESS no: CO the choir, nor dare I greet 

The holy place with my unhallowed feet ; 

My unwashed muse pollutes Dot things ^vine, 

Nor mingles her profaner notes frith thine ; 

Here humbly at the porch she stayv. 

And with glad ears sucks in thy sacred lays. 

So, devout penitents of old were wont, 

Some without door, and some beneath the font, 

To stand and bear the church's liturgies, 

Yet not assist the solemn exercise: 

SuflSceth her that she a lay-place gain, 

To trim thy vestments, or but hear thy train ; 

Though nor in tune, nor wing, she reach thy laricj 

Her lyric feet may dance before the ark. 

Who knows but that her wandering eyes that mo, 

Now hunting glow-worms, may adore the sun ; 

A pure flame may, shot by almighty power 

Into her breast, the earthy flame devour. 

My eyes in penitential dew may steep 

That brine which they for sensual love did weep ; 

So, (though 'gainst Nature's course) fire may be 

quenched 
With Are, and water be with water drenched ; 
Perhaps my restless soul, tired with pursuit 
Of mortal beauty, seeking, without fruit, 
Contentment there, which hath not, when enjoyed, 
Quenched all her thirst, nor satisfied thoufl^ cloyed i 
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Veary of her vain search below, above, 

n the first fair, may find the immortal love. 

Prompted by thy example then, no more 

n moulds of clay will J my God adore ; 

iut tear those idols from my heart and write 

^hat his blest Spirit, not fond love, shall indite ; 

Then I no more shall court the verdant bay, 

But the dry leafless trunk on Golgotha ; 

^nd rather strive to gain from thence one thorn, 

fhan all the flourishing wreaths by laureates worn. 



LXXXVII. 

to ut much honoured friend henrt lord cart 
of lefington, upon his translation of 

malvezzi. 

My Lord, 
In every trivial work 'tis known 
^nslators must be masters of their own, 
And of their author's language, but your task 
A greater latitude of skill did ask ; 
For your Malvezzi first required a man 
1*0 teach him speak vulgar Italian. 
His matter's so sublime, so now his phrase, 
So far above the style of Bemboe's days, 
Old Varchie's rules, or what the Crusca yet 
For currant Tuscan mintage will admit, 
As I believe your Marquis, by a good 
Fart of his natives, hardly understood. 



1 
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You must expect no happier fate ; 'tis true 
He is of noble birth, of nobler you : 
So nor your thoughts nor words fit common ears ; 
He writes, and you translate, both to your peers. 



LXXXVIII. 

TO MY WORTHY FRIEND, M. DAVENANT, UPON '. 
EXCELLENT PLAY *' THE JUST ITALIAN." 

I'll not misspend in praise the narrow room 
I borrow in this leaf ; the garlands bloom 
From thine own seeds, that crown each glorious pa( 
Of thy triumphant work ; the sullen age 
Requires a satire. What star guides the loul 
Of these our froward times, that dare control, 
Yet dare not learn to judge ? When didst thou fly 
From hence, clear, candid ingenuity ? 
I have beheld, when, perched on the smooth brow 
Of a fair modest troop, thou didst allow 
Applause to slighter works ; but then the weak 
Spectator gave the knowing leave to speak. 
Now noise prevails, and he is taxed for drought 
Of wit that with the cry spends not his mouth. 
Yet ask him, reason why he did not like ; 
Him, why he did ; their ignorance will strike 
Thy soul with scorn and pity. Mark the placet 
Provoke their smiles, frowns, or distorted faces, 
When they admire, nod, shake the head, — they 
A scene of mirth, a double comedy. 
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like strong fancies (raptures of the brain, 
it in poetic flames,) they entertain 
I bold, impious reach ; for they will still slight 
that exceeds red bull and cockpit flight. 
se are the men in crowded heap that throng 
that adulterate stage, where not a tongue 
he untuned kennel can a line repeat 
erious sense; but like lips, meet like meat; 
list the true brood of actors, that alone 
p natural unstrained action in her throne, 
old their benches bare, though they rehearse 
terser Beaumont's or great Jonson's verse 
ine not thou then, since this churlish fate 
es not the stage alone ; — perhaps the state 
h felt this rancour, where men great and good 
re by the rabble been misunderstood, 
vas the play, whose clear, yet lofty strain, 
e men, that govern fate, shall entertain. 



LXXXIX. 

THE READER OP MASTER WILLIAM DAVENANT's 

PLAY. 

lath been said of old, that plays are feasts, 
its the cooks, and the spectators guests, 
actors waiters. From this simile 
le have derived an unsafe liberty 
ise their judgments as their tastes, which choose, 
hout control, this dish, and that refuse ; 
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But wit allows not this large privilegr^: 
Either you must confess or feel its edge s 
Nor shall you make a current inference 
If you transfer your reason to your sense.* 
Things are distinct, and must the same app 
To every piercing eye, or well-tuned ear. 
Though sweets with yours, sharps best with 

meet; 
Both must agree, this meat's or sharp or swc 
But if I sent a stench, or a perfume 
Whilst you smell nought at all, I may presu 
You have that sense imperfect : So you ma] 
Affect a sad, merry, or humorous play, 
If though the kind distaste oi* please, the gc 
And had be by your judgment understood; 
But if, as in this play, where with delight 
I feast my epicurean appetite 
With relishes so curious, as dispense 
The utmost pleasure to the ravished sense, 
You should profess that you can nothing n 
That hits your taste, either with sharp or f 
But cry out 'tis insipid, your bold tongue 
May do its master, not the author wrong 
For men of better pfdate will by it 
Take the just elevation of your wit. 



xc. 

TO Mr FRIEND, WILL. DAVE 

I CROWDED amongst the first, to see t 
(Inspired by thee) strike wonder in o> 
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hy bright fiancy dazzled ; where each scene 

nght lOce a charm, and forced the audience lean 

he passion of thy pen. Thence ladies went 

lose absence lovers sighed for) to repent 

ir unkind scorn ; and courtiers, who by art 

le love before with a converted heart, 

fed those virgins, whom they wooed to abuse ; 

1 rendered Hymen's proselytes by thy muse. 

\4 others, who were proof 'gainst love, did sit 

earn the subtle dictates of thy wit ; 

I as each profited, took his degree, 

Iter or bachelor, in comedy. 

of the adulterate mixture not complain ; 

thence more characters of virtue gain ; 

re pregnant patterns of transcendent worth, 

n barren and insipid truth brings forth : 

oft the bastard nobler fortune meets 

in the dull issue of the lawful sheets. 



xci. 

THE COMPARISON. 

iREST, thy tresses are not threads of gold, 

r eyes of diamonds, nor do I hold 

f lips of rubies ; thy fair cheeks to be 

sh roses, or thy teeth of ivory : 

r skin that doth thy dainty body sheath 

: alabaster is, nor dost thou breathe 

ibian odours — those the earth brings forth, 

Dpared with which would but impair thy worth. 
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Such may be other's mistresses, but mine 

Holds nothing earthly, but is all divine. 

Thy tresses are those rays that do arise, 

Not from one sun, but two ; such are thy eyes; 

Thy lips congealed nectar are, and such 

As, but a deity, there's none dare touch. 

The perfect crimson that thy cheek doth clothe 

(But only that it far exceeds them both) 

Aurora's blush resembles, or that red * 

That Iris struts in when her mantle's spread ; 

Thy teeth in white do Leda's swan exceed ; 

Thy skin's a heavenly and immortal weed ; 

And thou when breathest, the winds are ready straight 

To filch it from thee, and do therefore wait 

Close at thy lips, and, snatching it from thence, 

Bear it to heaven, where 'tis Jove's frankincense. 

Fair goddess, since thy feature makes the one, 

Yet be not such for these respects alone ; 

But as you are divine in outward view, 

So be within as fair, as good, as true. 



XCII. 
THE INQUIRY.* 

Amongst the myrtles as I walked, 
Love and my sighs thus intertalked: 
Tell me (said I, in deep distress) 
Where may I find my shepherdess? 

* Drake, in his Literary Soun, attrflmtst Tk§ Imptkf tD 
JiMiick. 
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(said love,) knowest thou not this ? 

hing that's good she is : 

tulip go and seek, 

u may'st find her lip, her cheek. 

lamelled pansy by, 

11 shalt have her curious eye ; 

of peach, in rosy bud, 

fe the streamers of her blood. 

(St lilies that there stands, 
ems of her whiter hands ; 
■ rising hill there smells 
its as in her bosom dwells. 

(said I,) and thereupon 
pluck them one by one, 
uf parts a union, 
sudden all was gone. 

: I stopped. Said love, these be. 

.n,) resemblances of thee ; 

ese flowers, thy joys shall die, 

he twinkling of an eye, 

I thy hopes of her shall wither, 

lese short sweets thus knit together." 



I 2 
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XCIII. 
THE SPARK. 

My first love, whom all beauties did adorOf 
Firing my heart, suppressed it with her scorn; 
Sun-like to tinder in my breast it lies, 
By every sparkle made a sacrifice. 
Each wanton eye now kindles ray desire, 
And that is free to all that was entire : 
Desiring more, by the (desire) I lost. 
As those that in consumptions hunger most; 
And now my wandering thoughts are not confined 
Unto one woman, but to woman-kind. 
This for her shape I love, that for her face, 
This for her gesture, or some other grace ; 
And where I none of these do use to find, 
I choose thereby the kernel, not the rhind : 
And so I hope, since my first hopes are gone 
To find in many what I lost in one. 
And like to merchants after some great loss. 
Trade by retail, that cannot now engross : 
The fault is hers that made me go astray, — 
He needs must wander that hath lost his way. 
Guiltless I am, — she did this change provoke, 
And made that charcoal which to her was oak; 
And as a looking-glass from the aspect. 
Whilst it is whole, doth but one face reflect, 
But being cracked, or broken, there are shown 
Many half faces, which at first were one ; 
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ove unto my heart did first proffer 
image, and (here planted none but her ; 
since 'twas broke and martyred by her scorn, 
ly less faces in her face are born ; 
8, like to tinder, am I prone to catch 
h falling spark, fit for any match. 



xciv. 
SONG. 

WoiTLD 3ron know whafs soft? I dara 
Not bring you to the down, or air 
Nor to stars to show what's bright. 
Nor to snow to teach you white : 

Nor if you woultl'.iftusic hear. 
Call the orbs tjfi^e your ear; 
Nor, to pleib^^^r sense, bring forth 
Bruised NafCi, or what's more worth. 

Or on food were your thoughts placed. 
Bring you nectar for a taste : 
Would you have all these in one, 
Name mv mistress, and 'tis done. 
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xcv. 



ON SIGHT OF A GENTLEWOMAN'S FACE IM tB< 

WATER. 

Stand still, you floods, do not deface 

That image which you bear ; 
So votaries from every place 

To you shall altars rear. 

No winds but lovers' sighs blow here, 
To trouble these glad streams, 

On which no star from any sphere 
Did ever dart such beams. 

To crystal then in haste congeal, 
Lest you should lose your bliss ; 

And to my cruel fair reveal, 
How cold, how hard she is. 

But if the envious nymphs shall fear 
Their beauties will be scorned, 

And hire the ruder winds to tear 
That face which you adorned; 

Then rage and foam amain, that we 

Their malice may despise ; 
When from your firoth we soon shall see 

A second Venus rise. 
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XCVI. 



SONG. 



8K me no more where Jove bestows, 
rhen June is past, the fading rose; 
or in your beauty's orient deep, 
hese flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 

sk me no more whither doth stray 
he golden atoms of the day : 
or, in pure love, heaven did prepare 
'hose powders to enrich your hair. 

isk me no more whither doth haste 
'he nightingale when May is past ; 
'or, in your sweet dividing throat, 
he winters and keeps warm her note. ' 

Lsk me no more where those stars light, 
'hat downwards fall in dead of night ; 
'or in your eyes they sit, and there 
''ixed become as in their sphere. 

lsk me no more if east or west 
.lie Phoenix builds her spicy nest ; 
'or unto you at last she flies, 
knd in your fragrant bosom dies. 
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Ti 

XCYII. ^ 

I.- 
THE HUE AND CRY. 

Ai 

iove's name you are charged hereby) ^< 

nake a speedy hue and cry -^i 

r a face which, t'other day, 
e my wandering heart away, 
lirect you, these, in brief, 
ready marks to know the thie£ 
er hair, a net of beams, would prove 
ng enough to captive Jove 
lis eagle's shape ; her brow 
comely field of snow 
eye so rich, so pure a grey, 
ry beam creates a day ; \^^^ 

[ if she but sleep (not when °' 

sun sets) 'tis night again, 
ler cheeks are to be seen "^ ^' 

lowers both the king and queen, '^ 

ther by the graces led, 
I freshly laid in nuptial bed ; 
whom lips like nymphs do wait, 

deplore their virgin state ; 
they blush, and blush for this. 
It they one another kiss ; 
: observe besides the rest, 

1 shall know this felon best 
her tongue, for if your ear 
;e a heavenly music hear, 
h as neither gods nor men, 
: from that voice, shall hear again 
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at, that is she. O straight surprise, 

id bring her unto lovers assize. 

fou let her go she may 

tedate the latter day, 

te and philosophy control, 

d leave the world without a soul. 



XCVIII. 

TO HIS MISTRESS, CONFINED. 
SONG. 

K not, Phoebe, 'cause a cloud 
>w thy silver brightness shroud, 

My wandering eye 
op to common beauties of the sky. 
be kind, and this eclipse 
iither hinder eye nor lips, 

For we shall meet 
our hearts, and kiss, and none shall see 't 

ist thou in thy prison be, 
t some living sign of me ; 

When thou dost spy 
sam peep into the room, 'tis I ; 
m hid within a flame, 
18 into thy chamber came. 

To let thee see 
: a mart3nrdom I bum for thee. 



1S8 CAftlW*! Fomi. 

When thou dott touch thy lute thou najtaX 
Think on my heart on which thou pliyeit, 

When each sad tone 
Upon the strings doth show my deeper groan* 
When thou dost please, they shall rehovnd 
With nimhle airs, struck to the sound 

Of thy own voice ; 
O think how much I tremble and rejoice. 

There's no sad picture that doth dwell 
Upon thy arras wall, but well 

Resembles me ; 
No matter though our age do not agree, 
Love can make old, as well as time ; 
And he that doth but twenty climb, 

If he dare prove 
As true as I, shows fourscore years in love* 



xcix. 

THE PRIMROSE. 

Ask me why I send you here, 
This firstling of the infant year ; 
Ask me why I send to you 
This Primrose all bepearled with dew ; 
I straight will whisper in your ears. 
The sweets of love are washed with 
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me why this flower doth show 
iUow, greeo, and sickly too ; 
me why the stalk is weak, 
sending, yet it doth not break ; 
Bt tell you, these discover 
: doubts and fears are in a lover.* 



c. 

THE TINDER. 

rhat mould did nature frame me ? 
as it her intent to shame me, 
no womaq can come near me 
but her I court to hear me ? 
that mistress, to whose beauty 
I paid a lover's duty, 
t in rage my heart to tinder, 
nor prayers nor tears can hinder, 
vherever I do turn me, 
Y spark let fall doth burn me. 
len, since you thus inflame me, 
and steel I'll ever name ye. 

now generally supposed to have been the anther 
itMl lines, although they first appeared among the 
w. 
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CI. 



BONG. 



In her fair cheeks two pits do lie, 
To bury those slain by her eye ; 
So spite of death, this comforts me, 
That fairly buried I shall be. 
My grave with rose and lily spread, 
O 'tis a life to be so dead. 
Come then and kill me with thy eye 
For, if thou let me live, I die. 

When 1 behold those lips again, 
Reviving what those eyes have slain. 
With kisses sweet, whose balsam pure 
Love's wounds, as soon as made, can 
Methinks 'tis sickness to be sound. 
And there's no health to such a woun 
Come then and kill me with thy ey 
For if thou let me live, I die. 

When in her chaste breast I behold 
Those downy mounts of snow ne'er co 
And those blest hearts her beauty kill 
Revived by climbing those fair hills, 
Methinks there's life in such a death. 
And so t' expire inspires new breath. 
Come then and kill me with thy ey 
For, if thou let me live, I die. 
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1 since no death is deadly where 
hoice of antidotes are near, 
)ur keen eyes but kill in vain, 
that are sound, as soon as slain ; 

no longer dead survive, 
my 's to bury me alive. 
)id's cave where happy J 
ying live, and living die. 
e then and kill me with thy eye, 

if thou let me live, T die. 



CJI. 
THE CARVER. 

TO HIS MISTRESS. 

, having loved too long in vain, 
ut the portraiture of Venus* son 
*ock, upon the which did rain 
izzling drops that from a fount did run ; 
the drops would either wear 
out, or quench his living flame : 
le saw it bootless did appear, 
i the water did augment the same ; 
seek in verse to carve thee out, 
thy beauty will my flame allay, 
y lines impolished all throughout, 
will rather to my love obey ; 
the carver I my work do blame, 
it still the augmenter of my flame. 
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cm. 



TO THE PAINTER. 

Fond man, that hope'st to catch that face 
With those false colours, whose short grace 
Serves hut to show the lookers on 
The faults of thy presumption ; 
Or at the least to let us see 
That is divine, but yet not she : 
Say you could imitate the rays 
Of those eyes that outshine the days. 
Or counterfeit, in red and white. 
That most uncounterfeited light 
Of her complexion ; yet canst thou 
(Great master though thou be) tell how 
To paint a virtue ? Then desist. 
This fair your artifice hath miss'd ; 
You should have marked how she begins, 
To grow in virtue, not in sins; 
Instead of that same rosy dye, 
You should have drawn out modesty, 
Whose beauty sits enthroned there. 
And learn to look and blush at her. 
Or can you colour just the same. 
When virtue blushes, or when shame. 
When sickness y and when innocence, 
Shows pale or white unto the sense ? 
Can such coarse varnish e'er be said 
To imitate her white and red ? 
This may do well elsewhere in Spain, 
Among those faces dyed in grain : 
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)U roay thrive, and what you do 
; the hest picture of the two. 
les if all I hear be true, 
aken ill by some that you . 
Id be so insolently Tain, 

contrive all that rich gain 
one tablet, which alone 
teach us superstition ; 
noting our amazed eyes 
Imire and worship imageries, 

as quickly might outshine 
i new saint, wer't allowed a shrine, 
turn each wandering looker on 
a new Pygnialion. 
jTOur art cannot equalize 
picture in her lover's eyes ; 
eyes the pencils are which limb 
truly, as hers copy him ; 
heart the tablet which alone 
r that portrait the truest stone. 
)U would a truer see, 
k it in their posterity ; 

you shall read it truly there, 

:n the glad world shall see their heir. 
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CIV. 

love's courtship. 

Kiss, lovely Celia, and be kind ; 
Let my desires freedom find-; 

Sit thee down, 
And we will make the gods confess 
Mortals enjoy some happiness. 

Mars would disdain his mistress' charmi, 
If he beheld thee in my arms, 

And descend, 
Thee his mortal queen to make, 
Or live as mortal for thy sake. 

Venus must loose her title now. 
And leave to brag of Cupid's bow; 

Silly queen, 
She hath but one, but I can spy 
Ten thousand Cupids in thy eye. 

Nor may the sun behold our bliss, 
For sure thy eyes- do dazzle his ; 

If thou fear 
That he'll betray thee with his light- 
Let me eclipse thee from his sight ; 

And while I shade thee from his eye, 
Oh let me hear thee gently cry, 

Celia yields. 
Maids often lose their maidenhead, 
Ere they set foot in nuptial bed. 
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CV. 

DAMASK ROSE STICKING UPON A LADY*8 
BREAST. 

e grow big, my rose, and let the clear 

lask colour of thy leaves appear ; 

; and looks be sweet, and bless that hand 

transplant thee to that sacred land. 

thou that in that garden rests, 

adise between that lady's breast ; 

in eternal spring : there shalt thou lie, 

two lily mounts, and never die ; 

alt thou spring among the fertile valleys, 

like thee that grow in midst of alleys; 

ne dare pluck thee, for that place is such, 

t a good divine, there's none dare touch ; 

tt approach, straight doth arise 

ig lightning flash, and blasts his eyes. 

tead of rain, shall living fountains flow ; 

I, her fragrant breath for ever blow. 

, as erst, one sun shall on thee shine, 

e two glorious suns, her eyes divine. 

'hat monarch would not think *t a grace, 

his regal throne to have thy place ? 
:o gain thy blessed seat, do vow, 
e transformed into a rose as thou. 



K 



M» 






No mxr shAS nmds be decked viih §Bmm, 
Nor ffve^raoi cvefl a vkt bowei^ 
Nor g! « < :- «; b«ads oo fanucbei spring 
Nor wirba:!!^ birds dcUgbt to sag. 
Nor April riv^iets paint tke grovc^ 
If 1 foruke mT Cel^a's lore. 

Tbe fish thill in the ocran bam. 
And fouDuin* sveet shall bitter turn; 
The humUe osk no flood shall kaow, 
When floods shali hicheat hills o'crflow. 
Black Lethe shall oblirion leaver 
If e'er mj Celia I deceive. 

Lore shall his bow and shaft lay bj. 
And Venus* doves want wings to fly ; 
The sun refuse to show his light. 
And day shall then be turned to night ; 
And in that night no sur appear, 
If once I leave my Celia dear. 

Love shall no more inhabit earth. 
Nor lovers more shall love for worth. 
Nor joy above in heaven dwell. 
Nor pain torment poor souls in hell ; 
Grim death no more shall horrid proi:^ 
If e'er I leave bright Celia's love. 
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CVII. 
THE TOOTH-ACHE CURED BY A KIS8. 

?'ate's now grown merciful to men, 

Turning disease to bliss ; 
?0T had not kind rheum vexed me then, 

1 might not Celia kiss. 
Physicians, you are now my scorn. 

For I have found a way 
To cure diseases, (when forlorn 

By your dull art,) which may 
Patch up a body for a time. 

But can restore to health 
Kor more than chemists can sublime 

True gold, the Indies' wealth, 
rhat angel sure, that used to move 

The pool, men lo admired, 
Hath to her lip, the seat of love, 

As to his heaven, retired. 



CVIII. 
THE DART. 



Oft when I look I may descry 
A little face peep through that eye ; 
■Sure that's the boy which wisely chose 
His throne among such beams as those, 
V^hich if his quiver chance to fall, v 
llilay serve for darts to kill withal. 

F 9 
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ex. 

THE MISTAKE. 

When on fair Celia I did spy 

A wounded heart of stone, 
The wound had almost made me cry, 

Sure this heart was my own. 

But when I saw it was enthroned 

In her celestial breast, 
O then I it no longer owned, 

For mine was ne'er so blest. 

Yet if in highest heavens do shine 

Each constant martjnr's heart, 
Then she may well give rest to mine, 

That for her sake doth smart. 

Where, seated on so high a bliss, 

Though wounded, it shall live ; 
Death enters not in Paradise, 

The place free life doth give. 

Or if the place less sacred were, 

Did but her saving eye 
Bathe my sick heart in one kind tear, 

Then should I never die. 

Slight balms may heal a slighter sore, 

No medicine less divine. 
Can ever hope for to restore 

A wounded heart like mine. 
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CXI. 
TO MY LORD ADMIRAL, ON HIS LATB 8ICKNK88 

AND RECOVERY. 

With joy like ours, the Thraelan youth invade 
Orpheus returning from the Elysian shade, 
Embrace the hero, and his stay implore. 
Make it their public suit he would no more 
Desert them so, and for his spouse's sake, 
His vanished love tempt the Lethean lake. 
The ladies, too, the brightest of that time, 
Ambitious all his lofty bed to climb, 
Their doubtful hopes with expectation feed. 
Which shall the fair Eurydice succeed ; 
Eurydice, for whom his numerous moan 
Makes list'ning trees and savage mountains groan 
Through all the air: his sounding strings dilate 
Sorrow like that which touched our hearts of late ; 
Your pining sickness, and your restless pain, 
At once the land affecting, and the main. 
When the glad news, that you were Admiral 
Scarce through the nation spread, 'twas feared by 
That our great Charles, whose wisdom shines in ; 
Should be perplexed how to choose a new : 
So more than private was the joy and grief, 
That, at the worst, it gave our souls relief. 
That iu our age such sense of virtue lived, 
Th^ joyed so justly, and so justly grieved. 
Nature, her fairest light eclipsed, seems 
Herself to suffer in these sad extremes ; 
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e not from thine alone thy blood retires, 
from those cheeks which all the world admires, 
stem thus threatened, and the sap, in thee, 
p 4II the branches of that noble tree ; 
r beanties they, and we our love suspend, 
;fat can our wishes save thy health intend : 
lies overcharged with rain, they bend 
r beauteous heads, and with high heaven contend, 
thee within their snowy arms, and cry, 
3 too faultless, and too young to die : 
ke immortals, round about thee they 
hat they fright approaching death away, 
would not languish by so fair a train, 
s lamented, and restored again? 
lus withheld, what hasty soul would go, 
gh to the blest ? O'er young Adonis so 
Venus mourned, and with the precious shower 
if warm tears cherished the springing flower, 
next support, fair hope of your great name, 
second pillar of that noble frame, 
iss of thee would no advantage have, 
step by step, pursues thee to thy grave, 
id now relentless Fate, about to end 
ine, which backward doth so far extend 
antique stock, which still the world supplies 
bravest spirits, and with brightest eyes, 
Phoebus interposing, bade me say, 
storms no more shall shake that house ; but they, 
Neptune and his sea-born niece, shall be 
shining glories of the land and sea, 
I courage guard, and beauty warm our age, 
lovers fill with like poetic rage. 
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CXII. 

ON MISTRESS N. 
TO THE GREEN SICKNESS. 

Stav, coward blood, and do not yield 
To thy pale sister beauty's field, 
Who, there displaying round her white 
Ensigns, hath usurped thy right ; 
Invading thy peculiar throne. 
The lip, where thou should'st rule alone ; 
And on the cheek, where nature's care 
Allotted each an equal share. 
Her spreading lily only grows. 
Whose milky deluge drowns thy rose. 

Quit not the field, faint blood, nor rush 
Tn the short sally of a blush 
Upon thy sister foe, but strive 
To keep an endless war alive ; 
Though peace do petty states maintain, 
Here war alone makes beauty reign. 
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CXIII. 
UPON A MOLE IN CELIA'S BOSOM. 

HAT lovely spot which thou dost see 
I Celia's bosom was a bee, 
ho built her amorous spicy nest 
th' Hyblas of her either breast; 
It, from close ivory hives, she flew 
3 suck the aromatic dew 
hich from the neighbour vale distils, 
liich parts those two twin-sister hills ; 
^ere feasting on ambrosial meat, 
rolling file of balmy sweet 
is in soft murmurs, before death, 
van- like she sung,) choked up her breath: 
) she in water did expire, 
!ore precious than the Phoenix fire ; 
Yet still her shadow there remains 
onfined to those Elysian plains, 
'^ith this strict law, that who shall lay 
is bold lips on that milky way, 
he sweet and smart from thence shall bring 
f the bee's honey and her sting, 
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CXIV. 

AN HYMENEAL BONO 
ON THE NUPTIALS OP THE LADT ANN WENTWC 
AND THE LORD LOVELACE. 

Break not the slumbers of the bridci 
But let the sun in triumph ride. 

Scattering his beamy light ; 
When she awakes, he shftU re!<is:n 
His rays, and she alone shall shine 

In glory all the night. 

For she, till day return, must keep 
An amorous vigil, and not steep 
Her fair eyes in the dew of sleep. 

Yet gently whisper as she lies, 
And say her lord waits her uprise. 

The priests at th' altar stay ; 
With flow'ry wreaths the virgin crew 
Attend, while some with roses strew, 

And myrtles trim the way. 

Now to the temple and the priest 
She her conveyed, thence to the feast: 
Then back to bed, though not to rest. 
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V, to crown his faith and truth, 
it admit the noble youth 

To revel in love's sphere ; 
, as chief intelligence, 
b, and happy time dispense 

To wretched lovers here. 

re, exalted far above 

e, fear, change, or they to move 

eel that spins the fate of love ; 

low no night, nor glaring noon, 
e no hours of sun or moon, 

Nor mark time's restless glass ; 
isses measure as they flow, 
s, and their embraces show 

The hours as they do pass. 

lotions the year's circle make, 
from their conjunctions take 
make love an almanack* 



cxv. 

A MARRIED WOMAN. 



I shall marry, if I do not find 
thus moulded, I'll create this mind : 
m her noble birth, nor ample dower, 
, or wit, shall she derive a power 
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To pnjudice my right : bat if she be 
A »abjKt bom, she shall be 8o to me. 
As to the soul the flesh, as appetite 
To reasoD is : vhich shall oar wills onite 
In habits so coofirmed, as no rough sway 
Shall once appear, if she hot learn t* obey. 
For, in habitual virtues, sense is wrought 
To that calm temper, as the body's thought 
To bare nor blood nor gall, if wild and rude 
Passions of lust and anger are subdued ; 
When 'tis the fiir obedience to the aool 
Doth in the birth those swelling acts oootroL 
If I in murder steep my liirioas rage, 
Or with adultery my hot lost asMiage, 
Will it suffice to say my sense, the beast, 
ProTok*d me to't ? Could I my soul diTest, 
My plea were good. Lions and bulls eommit 
Both freely, but man must in judgment sit, 
And tame this beast ; for Adam was not free, 
When in excuse he said. Eve gave it me : 
Had he not eaten, she perhaps had been 
Unpunish'd ; his consent made hers a lin. 



CXTI. 

A DITINB LOTK. 

I. 

Why should dull art, which is wise nature's i^ 

If she produce a shape 

So far beyond all patterns that of old 

Fell from her mould. 
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bine, admir'd Lucinda I not bring forth 
iqua) wonder to express tbat wortb 

In some new way that bath, 
( her great work, no print of vulgar path ? 

II. 

because the rapes of poetry, 

Rifling the spacious sky 

11 his fires, light, beauty, influence. 
Did those dispense 

airy creations that surpast 

real works of nature, ^be at last. 

To prove their raptures vain, 

iv'd such a light as poets could not feign ? 

III. 

it 'cause the factious wits die vie 
With vain idolatry, 
e goddess was supreme, and so had hurPd 

Schism through the world, 
*. priest sung sweetest lays, thou didst appear 
ious mystery, so dark, so clear, 

As nature did intend 
uld confess, but none might comprehend ? 

IV. 

all other beauties share a light 

Proportion'd to the sight 

nortality, scatt'ring such loose fires 
As stir desires, 
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rocks and gulfs, with our own sighs for gales, 
we to Cyprus or to Paphos sail ? 

Can there no way be given 
i true hell, that leads to her false heaven ? 



CXVII. 
LOVE*S FORCE. 

le first ruder age, when love was wild, 
yet by laws reclaimed, not reconciled 
>rder, nor by reason manned, but flew, 

ilium' d by nature, on the instant view, 
»n the wings of appetite, at all 

eye could fair or sense delightful call, 
3tion was not yet ; but as their cheap 
d from the oak, or the next acorn heap, 
water from the nearest spring or brook, 
men their undistinguished females took 
chance, not choice. But soon the heavenly spark. 
It in man's bosom lurked, broke through this dark 
ifusion ; then the noblest breast first felt 
elf for its own proper object melt. 



CXVII I. 
A FANCY. 

Mark how this polished eastern sheet 
Doth with our northern tincture meet ; 
For though the paper seems to sink. 
Yet it receives and bears the Vok; 
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And on her smooch toft brow these spots 
Seem rather orounents than blots» 
Like those you ladies use to place 
Mysteriously about your face ; 
Not only to set off and break 
Shadows and eye- beams, but to spesk 
To the skilled lover, and relate. 
Unheard, his sad or happy fiue. 
Nor do their characters delight. 
As careless works of black and white: 
But 'cause you underneath may find 
A sense that can inform the mind; 
Divine or moral rules impart. 
Or raptures of poetic art: 
So what at first was only fit 
To fold up silks, may wrap up wit 



cxix. 

TO HIS MISTRESS. 
I. 



Grieve not, my Celia, but with haste 
Obey the fury of thy fate, 

'T is some perfection to waste 
Discreetly out our wretched state, 

To be obedient in this sense 

Will prove thy virtue, though offence. 
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II. 

knows but df^tiny may relent, 
: many miracles have been, 
proving thus obedient 
all the griefs she plunged thee in ; 
then the certainty she meant 
rted is by accident. 

« 
III. 

'et I must confess 'tis much, 
len we remember what hath been, 
parting never more to touch, 
let eternal absence in ; 
gh never was our pleasure yet 
ire, but chance distracted it. 



IV. 



:, shall we then submit to fate, 
id die to one another's love ? 
>lia, no, my soul doth hate 
ose lovers that inconstant prove, 
may be cruel, but if you decline, 
:rime is yours, and all the glory mine. 

and the planets sometimes bodies part, 
:ankered nature only alters th' heart. 

L 
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IN PRAISE OP HII MISTBCW- 
I. 

You, that will a wonder know, 

Go with me. 
Two suns in a heaven of snow 

Both burning be : 
All they fire, that do but eye U)«fiu, 
But the snow's unmelted by them. 

II. 

Leaves of crimson tulips met, 
Guide the way 

Where two pearly rows be set 

As white as day. 

When they part themselves asunder, 

She breathes oracles of wonder. 

III. 

Hills of milk with azure mixed i 
Swell beneath, 

Waving sweetly, yet still fixed, 

While she dolh breathe. 

From those hills descends a valley 

Where all fall tliat dare to dally. 
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JV. 

As fair pillars understand 

Statues two, 
Whiter than the silver swan 

That swims in Po ; 
If at any time they move her, 
Every step begets a lover. 

V. 

All this but the casket is 

Which contains 
Such a jewel, as the miss 

Breeds endless pains * 
Tliat's her mind, and they that know it 
Mav admire, but cannot show it. 



cxxi. 

TO CELIA, UPON LOVERS UBIQUITY. 

one that strives, being sick, and sick to death, 
changing places, to preserve a breath, 
•odious restless breath, removes and tries 
thousand rooms, a thousand policies, 
cozen pain, when he thinks to find ease, 
last he finds all change, but in his disease : 
(like a ball with fire and powder filled) 
sstless am, yet live, each minute killed, 
d with that moving torture must retain, 
th change of all things '^se, a constant pain. 

L 2 



\ 
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Say I sta J vith too, pmriiee is to ne 
Nought but a light to shorn wnj ■usctt. 
And parting are as rackx to plague lore 
The further stretched, the more afflictiof 
Go I to Holland. France, or furthest In 
1 change but only countries, not mj min 
And though 1 pass through air and watc 
Despair and hopeless fate stil! follow me 
Whilst in the bosom of the waTes I reel 
My heart I '11 liken to the tottering keel 
The sea to my own troubled fate, the wii 
To your disdain, sent from a soul unkinc 
But when I lift my sad looks to tbe ski€ 
Then shall I think I see my Celiacs eye 
And when a cloud or storm appears beti 
I shall remember what her frowns have 
Thus, whatsoever course my fates allow, 
All things but make me mind my busin< 
I'he good things that 1 meet, I think str 
From you the fountain : but when bad 1 
How vile and cursed is that thing, think 
That to such goodness is so contrary ! 
My whole life is 'bout you, the centre si 
But a perpetual motion circular. 
I am the dial's hand, still walking rounc 
You are the compass ; and I never souni 
Beyond your circle ; neither can I snow 
Aught but what tirst expressed is in you. 
That wheresoever my tears do cause me i 
My fate still keeps me bounded with yoi 
Which ere it die, or be extinct in me, 
Time shall stand still, and moist waves fli 
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Ids 



2^^ being gone, think not on me ; 1 am 
^ '"ifig (00 wretched for thy thoughts to name ; 
^^ when I die, and wish all comforts given, 
'* ^ink on you, and by you think on heaven. 
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THE DESCRIPTION OF THE SCENE. 



^E first thing that presented itself to the sight was a 
h ornament that enclosed the scene ; in the upper 
rt of which were great branches of foliage, growing 
t of leaves and husks, with a cornice at the top ; 
d in the midst was placed a large compartment, 
nposed of grotesque work, wherein were harpies, 
th wings and lions' claws, and their hinder parts 
nverted into leaves and branches; over all was a 
)ken frontispiece, wrought with scrolls and masque 
ads of children ; and within this a table, adorned 
th a lesser compartment, with this inscription: 
:(£LUM BRiTANNicuM." The two sides of this 
lament were thus ordered : — First, from the ground 
)8e a square basement, and on the plinth stood a 
-at vase of gold, richly enchased, and beautified 
th sculptures of great relief, with fruitages hang- 
?from the upper part. At the foot of this sat tw) 
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youths naked, in their natural colours ; eacli 
with one arm supported the vase, on the 
which stood two young women in draperie 
arm, the one figuring the glory of princes, 
other mansuetude ; their other arms bore u 
in which, to the king's majesty, was this in 
lion with an imperial crown on his head ; I 
Animum sub pectore forti. On the other sic 
like composition, but the design of the figur 
and in the oval on the top, being borne up b 
and fecundity, was this impress to the qu< 
jesty, — a lily growing with branches and le 
three lesser lilies springing out of the s 
words, Semper inclita virtus. AH this orna: 
heightened with gold, and for the invent 
various composition, was the newest and i 
ciouB that had been done in this place. 

The curtain was watchet, and a pale 3 
panes, which flying up on the sudden, disco 
scene, representing old arches, old palaces 
walls, parts of temples, theatres, basilicas, ant 
with confused heaps of broken columns, b 
nices, and statues, lying as under ground, ai 
ther resembling the ruins of some great c 
ancient Romans, or civilised Britons. Thi 
prospect detained the eyes of the specta 
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rhen, to a loud music, Mercury descends ; on 
per part of his chariot stands a cock, in action 
7in^ ; his habit was a coat of flame colour girt 
, and a white mantle trimmed with gold and 
upon his head a wreath, with small falls of 
eathers, a caduseus in his hand, and wings at 
Is. Being come to the ground, he dismounts, 
;s up to the state. 

MERCURY. 

tf the high senate of the gods, to you 
ht glorious twins of love and majesty, 
re whose throne three warlike nations bend 
r willing knees, on whose imperial brows 
regal circle prints no awful frowns 
*ight your subjects, but whose calmer eyes 
i joy and safety on their melting hearts, 
flow with cheerful loyal reverence, 
s, my Cyllenius, Jove's ambassador ; 
as of old, to whisper amorous tales 
anton love, into the glowing ear 
>me choice beauty in this numerous train ; 
e days are fled, the rebel flame is quenched 
*avenly breasts ; the gods have sworn by Styx, 
T to tempt yielding mortality 
K>se embraces. Your exemplar life 
I not alone transfused a zealous heat 
mitation through your virtuous court, 
rhose bright blaze your palace is become 
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The envied pattern of this under world, 

But the aspiring flame bath kindled heaven { 

Th' immortal bosoms bum with emulous fires, 

Jove rivals your great virtues, royal sir, 

And Juno, madam, your attractive graces ; 

He his wild lusts, her raging jealousies 

She lays aside, and through the Olympic hall. 

As yours doth here, there example spreads. 

And though of old, when youthful blood conspin^ 

With his new empire, prone to heats of lust. 

He acted incests, rapes, adulteries, 

On earthly beauties, which his raging quera, 

Swollen with revengeful fury, turned to beasts, 

And in despite he transformed to stars. 

Till he had filled the crowded firmamnsfc 

With his loose strumpets, and their sp^;ik;Jirioe, 

Where the eternal records of his shame 

Shine to the world in flaming characters; 

When in the crystal mirror of your reign 

He viewed himself, he found his loathB<mieitaiDs; 

And now, to expiate the infectious guilt 

Of those detested luxuries, he'll chase 

The infamous lights from their usurped shear, 

And drown in the Lethean flood, their cursed 

liuth names and memories. In whose vacant room 

First you succeed, and of the wheeling orb 

In the eminent and conspicuous point, 

With dazzling beams and spreading magnitude, 

Shine the bright Pole-star of this hemisphere; 

Next by your side, in a triumphant chair, 

And cruwn'd with Ariadne's diadem. 

Sits the fair consort of your heart and throne ; 
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Difibsed about you, with that share of light 
As they of virtue have derived from you. 
He'll fix this noble train, of either sex; 
So to the British stars this lower globe 
Shall owe its'light, and they alone dispense 
To th' world a pure refined influence. 

tUer Mom us, attired in a long darkish robe, all wrought 
over with ponicwds, serpents* tongueSf eyes, and ears ; 
his beard and hair party coloured, and upon his head a 
wreath, stuck with feathers, and a porcupine in tfie 
forepart. 

Mom, By your leave, mortals, good cousin Hermes, 
DOT pardon good my lord ambassador, I found the 
ibles of your arms and titles in every inn betwixt this 
ad Olympus, where your present expedition is regis- 
nred your nine thousandth nine hundred and ninety- 
inth legation. I cannot reach the policy why your 
laster breeds so few statesmen ; it suits not with his 
ignity that in the whole empyraeum there should not 
t a god fit to send on these honourable errands but 
ourself, who are not yet so careful of his honour or 
'OUT own, as might become your quality, when you are 
tinerant ; the hosts upon the highway cry out with 
•pen mouth upon you for supporting pilfering in your 
rain ; which, though you are the god of petty larceny, 
H>u might protect, yet you know it is directly against 
he new orders, akd opposes the reformation in 
liameter. 

Mer. Peace, railer, bridle your licentious tongue, 
iod let this presence teach you modesty. 



Fr 
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Mom, Let it if it can ; in the mean time I will ae- ' 
quaint it with my condition. Know, gay people, that 
though your poets, who enjoy by patent a particular 
privilege to draw down any of the deitiet from Twelfth 
Night till Shrove Tuesday, at which time there is an- 
nually a* most familiar intercourse between the two 
courts, have as yet never invited me to these aoIenDi- 
ties ; yet it shall appear by my intrusion this nigbt 
that I am a very considerable person upon these occa- 
sions, and may most properly assist at such entertain- 
ments. My name is Momus-ap-Somnua-ap-Ereboi- 
ap-Chaos-ap-Demorgorgon-ap-Eternity. My offices 
and titles are, the supreme theomastix, hypercridc of 
manners, protonotary of abuses, arch-informer, diUtcr- 
general, universal calumniator, eternal plaintiff, and a, 
perpetual foreman of the grand inqueat. Myprivi- \ 
leges are an ubiquitary, circumambulatory, speculatoiyi n 
interrogatory, redargutory immunity over all the privy a 
lodgings, behind hangings, doors, curtains, throiigb c^ 
key-holes, chinks, windows, about all venereal lobbi«i |% 
sconces, or redoubts, though it be to the surprise of a 
perdue page or chambermaid, in, and at all coorta of 
civil and criminal judicature, all counsels, consulta- 
tions, and parliamentary assemblies, where, though I 
am but a woolsack god, and have no vote in the sanc- 
tion of new laws, I have yet a prerogative of wrestin| 
the old to any whatsoever interpretation, whether it be 
to the behoof or prejudice of Jupiter, his crown, and | 
dignity, for or against the rights of either house ^ ' 
patrician or plebeian gods. My natural qualities art Vf 
make Jove frown, Juno pout, Mars chafe, Veotf 
blush, Vulcan glow, Saturn quake, Cynthia palft 
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boebus hide bis face, and Mercury here take his 
sels. My recreations are witty mischiefs, as when 
itum gelt his father ; the smith caught his wife and 
it bravo in a net of cobweb-iron; and Hebe, through 
le lubricity of the pavement tumbling over the half- 
ice, presented the emblem of the forked tree, and 
jcovered to the tanned Ethiops the snowy clifis of 
alabria, with the grotto of Puteolum. But that you 
ay arrive at the perfect knowledge of me by the fa- 
liUar illustration of a bird of mine own feather, old 
eter Aretine, who reduced all the sceptres and mitres 
; that age tributary to his wit, was my parallel ; and 
rank Rabelais sucked much of my milk too ; but 
Dur modern French hospital of oratory is a mere 
lonterfeit, an arrant mountebank ; for, though fearing 

other fortunes than his Sciatica, he discourses of 
iogs and queens with as little reverence as of grooms 
Bd chambermaids, yet he wants their fang-teeth and 
Mrpion's tail ; I mean that fellow, who, to add to his 
tature, thinks it a greater grace to dance on his tip- 
Ms, like a dog in a doublet, than to walk like other 
ten, on the soles of his feet 

Mer. No more, impertinent trifler ! you disturb 
.lie great affair with your rude scurrilous chat ; 
^t doth the knowledge of your abject state 
concern Jove's solemn message ? 

Jfoai. Sir, by your favour, though you have a more 
i^edal commission of employment from Jupiter, and 

1 larger entertainment from his exchequer, yet, as a 
bebom god, I have the liberty to travel at mine own 
ihirget, without your pass or countenance legacine ; 
imI that it may appear a sedulous acute observer, may 

If 2 
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know as much as a dull phlegmatic i 
wear a treble key to unlock the mysti 
your dark secrecies, I will discourse th 
heaven to this trim audience. 

l^M this the scene changethf and in the he 
a sphere^ with stars placed in their 
borne up by a huge naked figure (o»i 
pery hanging ovtr his thigh) kneeling 
tvardSf as if the great weight lying 
oppressed him : upon his head a crown 
might easily be known to be Mltis.'] 

You shall understand, that Jupite 
spection of I know not what virti 
extant (as they say) here in this coui 
probably guess, out of the considerati< 
of his natural abilities, hath before 
vocation of the superlunary peers in a 
recanted, disclaimed, and utterly rei 
lascivious extravagances and riotous e 
forepast licentious life, and taken his 
breviary, religiously kissing the two-lej 
to stretch his limbs more betwixt ad 
and hath with pathetical remonstrance 
under strict penalties enjoined, a respc 
ityin the several subordinate deities; 
libertines of antiquity, the ribald poei 
the memory and example of their trium] 
to all future imitation, have in their 
celebrated the martyrdom of those s 
the persecution of the wives, and devol 
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the pedigrees of their whores, bawds, and bastards ; it 
18 therefore, by the authority aforesaid, enacted that 
this whole array of constellations be immediately dis- 
banded and cashiered, so to remove all imputation of 
impiety from the celestial spirits, and all lustful influ- 
ences upon terrestrial bodies ; and, consequently, that 
there be an inquisition erected to expunge in the an- 
cient, and suppress in the modern and succeeding 
poems and pamphlets, all past, present, and future 
tnention of those abjured heresies, and to take particu- 
lar notice of all ensuing contingencies, and punish 
them in their high commission court. Am not I in 
election to be a tall statesman, think you, that can 
' repeat a passage at a counsel-table thus punctually ? 

Mer. I shun in vain the importunity 
With which this snarler vexeth all the gods ; 
Jove cannot 'scape him. — Well, what else from heaven ? 

Mom, Heaven! — Heaven is no more the place it 
ivas : a cloister of Carthusians, a monastery of con • 
irerted gods ; Jove is grown old and fearful, apprehends 
« subversion of his empire, and doubts lest fate should 
introduce a legal succession in the legitimate heir, by 
repossessing the Titanian line, and hence springs all 
this innovation. We have had new orders read in the 
presence chamber by the Vice-President of Parnassus^ 
too strict to be observed long : monopolies are called 
in, sophistication of wares punished, and rates imposed 
on commodities. Injunctions are gone out to the 
nectar brewers, for the purging of the heavenly bever- 
age of a narcotic weed, which hath rendered the 
ideas confused in tbe divine intellects, and reducing it 
to the composition used in Saturn's reign. Edicts are 
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made for the restoring of decsyed house-keeping, 
prohibiting the repair of Ciniilies to the metropolii ; 
but this did endanger an AmaKwian mutinjs till the 
females put on a more masculine resolution of solid^ 
ing business in their own persons, and leaving their 
husbands at home for stallions of hospitality. Baechni 
hath commandeil all uvems to he shut, and no liquor 
drawn after ten at night. Cupid must go no more lo 
scandalously naked, but is enjoined to make him 
breeches, though of his mother's petticoats. Ganyraede 
is forbidden the bed-chamber, and must only miniitrr 
in public. The gods must keep no pages, nor groonu 
of their chamber, under the age of twenty- 6?e, sod 
those provided of a competent stock of beard. Pan 
may not pipe, nor Proteus juggle, but by eipedal 
permission. Vulcan was brought to an Oretenusand 
fined, for driving in a plate of iron into one of the 
Sun's chariot wheels, and frost-nailing his honei, 
upon the fifth of November last, for breach of a penil 
statute prohibiting work upon holidays, that being die 
annual celebration of the Gygantomachy. In brief! 
the whole state of the hierarchy suffers a total reform- 
ation, especially in the point of reciprocation of con* 
jugal affection. Venus hath confessed all her adulteriei, 
and is received to grace by her husband, who, conscioui 
of the great disparity betwixt her perfections and hit 
deformities, allows those levities as an equal counte^ 
poise ; but it is the prettiest spectacle to see her strok* 
ing with her ivory hand his collied cheeks, and witk 
her snowy fingers combing his sooty beard. Jupiteff 
too, begins to learn to lead his own wife ; 1 left hi* 
practising in the milky way ; and there is no doubt of 
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o universal obedience, where the lawgiver himself in 
lis own person observes his degrees so punctually* 
rho, besides to eternalize the memory of that great 
txample of matrimonial union which he derives from 
lence, hath, on his bed-chamber door and ceiling, 
retted with stars in capital letters, engraven the in- 
cripdon of "CARLO MARIA." This is as much, 
' am sure, as either your knowledge or instructions 
an direct you to, which I having in a blunt round 
ale, without state-formality, politic inferences, or sus- 
pected rhetorical elegancies, already delivered, you 
nay now dexterously proceed to the second part of 
^our charge, which is the raking of your heavenly 
parks up in the embers, or reducing the ethereal 
igfata to their primitive opacity, and gross dark sub- 
iatenoe ; they are all unriveted from the sphere, and 
lai^ loose in their sockets, where they but attend the 
wnog of your caduce, and immediately they re- 
Bvest their pristine shapes, and appear before you in 
heir own natural deformities. 

Mer, Mom us, thou shalt prevail, for since thy bold 
ntrusion hath inverted my resolves, 

must obey necessity, and thus turn 
tfy face, to breathe the thunder's just decree 
Qainst this adulterate sphere, which first I purge 
MT loathsome monsters, and mis-shapen forms : 
>own from her azure concave, thus I charm 
lie Lyrnean hydra, the rough unlicked bear, 
"he watchful dragon, the storm -boding whale, 
"be centaur, the horned goat-fish Capricorn, 
"he snake-head gcrgon, and fierce sagittar. 
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Divested of your gorgeom itanr robes, 
Fan from the circliug orb, and ere you suck 
Fresh venom in, measure this happy earth ; 
Then to the fens, caves, forests, deserts, seas, 
Fly, and resume your native qualities. 

[ T}iey dance m thote motutrcus skapett tkefint 
antinuuque qf natural drformty* 

Mom. Are not these fine companions, trim plsf* 
fellows for the deities ? Yet these and their fellovi 
have made up all our conversation for some dioussiidi 
of years. Do not you fair ladies acknowledge yoiff' 
selves deeply engaged now to those poets your 
servants, that, in the height of commendation, havt 
raised your beauties to a parallel with such exact piO' 
portions, or at least ranked you in their spruce society! 
Hath not the consideration of these inhabitants rather 
frighted your thoughts utterly from the contemplatioo 
of the place ? But now that these heavenly mansion 
are to be void, you that shall hereafter be found un- 
lodged will become inexcusable; especially since 
virtue alone shall be sufficient title, fine, and rent: 
yet if there be a lady not competently stocked thit 
way, she shall not on the instant utterly despair, if ^ 
carry a sufficient pawn of handsomeness ; for however 
the letter of the law runs, Jupiter, notwithstanding hii 
age attd present austerity, will never refuse to stamp 
beauty, and make it current with his own impression ; 
but to such as are destitute of both, I can afford lint 
umali encouragemeivl. Ptoceed, cousin Mercury} wkit 
follows ? 
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Mer. Look up, and mark where the bright zodiac 
^angs like a belt about the breast of heaven ; 
'^ the right shoulder, like a flaming jewel, 
^18 shell, with nine rich topazes adorned, 
Lord of this tropic sits the scalding crab : 
^e, when the sun gallops in full career 
^18 annual race, his ghastly claws upreared, 
^rights at the confines of the torrid zone, 
^lie fiery team, and proudly stops their course, 
taking a solstice, till the fierce steeds learn 
^ia backward paces, and so retrograde 
^oat down-hill the opposed Capricorn. 
^*hua 1 depose him from his lofty throne ; 
** Drop from the sky into the briny flood, 
^bere teach thy motion to the ebbing sea; 
But let those fires that beautified thy shell 
Take human shapes, and the disorder show 
Of thy regressive paces here below." 

{The second anthnasque is danced in retro- 
grade paces f expressing obliquity in motion. 

Mom. This crab, I confess, did ill become the hea- 
vens ; but there is another that more infests the earth 
and makes such a solstice in the politer arts and sci- 
ences, as they have not been observed for many ages 
to liave made any sensible advance. Could you but 
lead the learned squadrons with a masculine resolution 
past this point of retrogradation, it were a benefit to 
mankind, worthy the power of a god, and to be payed 
with altars ; but that not being the work of this ni^ht^ 
you may pursue your purposes : wYiaX. tvqti %mk.q.^«.^%^ 
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Mer. Vice, that unbodied, in the appetite 
Erects his throne, hath yet, in bestial shapes, 
Branded by nature with the character 
And distinct stamp of some peculiar ill, 
Mounted the sky, and fixed his trophies there : 
As fawning flattery in the little dog ; 
]* th' bigger, churlish murmur; cowardice 
r th* timorous hare ; ambition in the eagle ; 
Rapine and avarice in th' adventurous ship, 
That sailed to Colchis for the golden fleece ; 
Drunken distemper in the goblet flows ; 
r th' dart and scorpion, biting calumny ; 
In Hercules and the lion, furious rage; 
Vain ostentation in Cassiope : 
All these J to eternal exile doom. 
But to this place their emblemed vices summon, 
Clad in those proper figures, by which best 
Their incorporeal nature is expressed. 

[ The third antimasque it danced of these n 
vices f expressing the demotion from vii 

Mom, From henceforth it shall be no more si 
proverb, when you would express a riotous assei 
that hell, but heaven, is broke loose. This was i 
rant gaol delivery ; all the prisons of your great 
could not have vomited more corrupt matter; 
cousin Cyllenus, in my judgment, it is not safe 
these infectious persons should wander here, 
hazard of this island; they threatened less 
when they were nailed to the firmament: I 
conceive it a very discreet course, since they f 
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very tall vessel of their own, ready rigged, 
them all together in that good ship called 
and send them to the plantation in New 
vhich hath purged more virulent humours 
tolitic body, than Guacum and all the West- 
igs have from the natural bodies of this 
Can you devise how to dispose them 



ley cannot breath this pure and temperate 

ir, 

tuc lives ; but will, with hasty flight, 

•gs and vapours, seek unsound abodes. 

[lem, from your usurped seats, 

emainders of that viperous brood : 

star of luxurious race 

oose blaze stain the sky's crystal face. 

[^// the stars are quencfied, and the sphere 
darkened. 

'■ entry qf every antimasqitef the stars in those 
I the sphere which t/iey were to represent, were 
so as, by the end of the antimasques in the 
more stars were seen,"] 

ire is a total eclipse of the eighth sphere, 
her Booker, AUestre, nor any of your prog- 
I, no, nor their great master Tico, were 
but yet, in my opinion, there were some 
md some generous constellations, that might 
reserved for nobler uses ; as the scales and 
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tword to adorn the statue of Justice, since i 
here on earth only in picture and effigy, 
had been a fit present for the Germans, in r 
bird hath mewed most of her feathers la 
dolphin, toO| had been most welcome to th 
and then, had you but clapped Perseus on h 
brandishing his sword, the dragon yawn! 
back under the horse's feet, with Python's di 
his throat, there had been a divine St Geo 
nation: but since you have improvident 
them together, it now rests only that we ] 
immediate succession; and to that purp* 
instantly proclaim a free election. 

O yes, O yes, O yes, 
By the father of the gods, 
And the king of men. 

Whereas we having observed a very coi 
practice taken into frequent use by the 
these latter ages, of perpetuating the mem( 
famous enterprises, sieges, battles, victories, 
sculpture, tapestry, embroideries, and othei 
tures, wherewith they have embellished tl 
palaces, and taken into our more distinct i 
consideration, the particular Christmas han| 
guard-chamber of this court, wherein the ni 
of eighty-eight, is, to the eternal glory of I 
exactly delineated ■, and whereas we likewii 
prophetical imitation of this so laudable c 
for many thousand years before, adorn ar 
the eighth room of our celestial mansion, 
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;he star-chamber, with the military adventures, 
emS| achievments, feats and defeats, performed 
}wn person, whilst yet our standard was erected, 
a combatant in the amorous warfare : — it hath, 
istanding, after mature deliberation and long 
held first in our own inscrutable bosom, and 
rds communicated with our privy council, 
meet to our omnipotency, for causes to ourself 
own, to unfurnish and disarray our aforesaid 
amber of all those ancient constellations which 
r so many ages been sufficiently notorious, and 
it into their vacant places such persons only as 
e qualified, with exemplary virtue and eminent 
there to shine in indelible characters of glory 
osterity. It is therefore our divine will and 
e, voluntarily, and out of our own free and 
motion, mere grace, and special favour, by these 
s, to specify and declare to all our loving 
that it shall be lawful for any person whatso- 
lat conceiveth him or herself to be really en- 
ith any heroical virtue or transcendent merit, 
80 high a calling and dignity, to bring their 
pleas and pretences before our right trusty and 
loved cousin and councillor, Don Mercury and 
)mu8, &c« our peculiar delegates for that affair, 
'hom we have transferred an absolute power to 
le and determine, without appeal or revocation, 
ngly as to their wisdom it shall in such cases 
behoveful and expedient. Given at our palace 
Dpus, the first day of the first month, in the 
ar of the reformation. 
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Plutus enters, an old man full of wrmkleSf a f^aidh^^ 
a thin white beard, spectacles on his nose, with a km*^^ 
back, and attired in a robe of doth^qf-gold. 

Plutus appears, 

jifer. Who's this appears? 

Mom. This is a subterranean fiend — Plutus, in this 
dialect termed riches, or the god of gold ; a poison bid 
by Providence in the bottom of seas, and navel of die 
earth, from man's discovery : where, if the seeds be- 
gan to sprout above ground, the excrescence was care- 
fully guarded by dragons ; yet at last, by human curi- 
osity, brought to light, to their own destruction, this 
being the true Pandora's box, whence issued all those 
mischiefs that now fill the universe. 

Pint. That I prevent the message of the gods 
Thus with my haste, and not attend their summons, 
Which ought in justice call me to the place 
I now require of right, is not alone 
To show the just precedence that I hold 
Before all earthly, next the immortal powers ; 
But to exclude the hope of partial grace 
In all pretenders, who, since I descend 
To equal trial, must, by my example, 
Waving your favour, claim by sole desert. 

If Virtue must inherit, she 's my slave ; 
I lead her captive in a golden chain 
About the world ; she takes her form and being 
From my creation ; and those barren seeds 
That drop from heaven, if I do not cherish them 



i 



COSLUM BRITANNICUM. 191 

With my distilling dews and fertive heat, 

Fhey know no vegetation ; but exposed 

To blasting winds of freezing poverty, 

Or not shoot forth at all, or budding, wither : 

Should I proclaim the daily sacrifice 

Brought to my temples by the toiling rout. 

Not of the fat and gore of abject beasts, 

Bat human sweat, and blood poured on my altars, 

I might provoke the envy of the gods. 

Torn but your eyes, and mark the busy world, 

Climbing steep mountains for the sparkling stone. 

Piercing the centre for the shining ore, 

And th' ocean's bosom to rake pearly sands, 

&08sing the torrid and the frozen zones, 

'Midst rocks and swallowing gulfs, for gainful trade : 

And through opposing swords, fire, murdering cannon. 

Scaling the walled towns for precious spoils. 

Plant, in the passage to your heavenly seats, 

These horrid dangers, and then see who dares 

Advance his desperate foot ; yet am I sought. 

And oft in vain, through these, and greater hazards : 

I could discover how your deities 

Are for my sake slighted, despised, abused : 

Tour temples, shrines, altars, and images 

Uncovered, rifled, robbed, and disarrayed 

By sacrilegious hands ; yet is this treasure 

To th' golden mountain, where I sit adored. 

With superstitious solemn rites conveyed. 

And becomes sacred there, the sordid wretch 

Not daring to touch the consecrated ore, 

^r with profane hands lessen the bright heap ; 

But this might draw your anger down on mortals, 
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For rendering me the homage due to you ; 
Yet what is said may well express my power, 
Too great for earth, and only fit for heaven. 
Now, for your pastime, view the naked root, 
Which, in the dirty earth and hase mould drowned* 
Sends forth this precious plant and golden fruit. 
You lusty swains, that to your grazing flocks 
Pipe amorous roundelays ; you toiling hinds, 
That barh the fields, and to your merry teams 
Whistle your passions ; and you mining moles. 
That in the bowels of your mother earth 
Dwell, the eternal burden of her womb, 
Cease from your labours, when wealth bids yon plsy 
Sing, dance, and keep a cheerful holiday. 

• 

\_They dance the fourth aniimasque, cotuisb 
of country people, music, and measurtt. 

Mer. Plutus, the gods know and confess your povi 
Which feeble virtue seldom can resist ; 
Stronger than towers of brass, or chastity ; 
Jove knew you when he courted Danse, 
And Cupid wears you on that arrow's head, 
That still prevails. But the gods that keep tb 

throne. 
To install virtue, not her enemies ; 
They dread thy force, which even themselves hi 

felt- 
Witness Mount Ida, where the martial maid. 
And 'frowning Juno, did to mortal eyes 
Naked, for gold, their sacred bodies show ; 
Therefore for ever be from heaven banished. 
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jice with toil from undiscovered worlds 

. art brought hither, where thou first didst breathe 

thirst of empire into regal breasts, 

fright'nedst quiet peace from her meek throne, 

\g the world with tumult, blood, and war ; 

•w the camps of the contentious earth, 

be the conqueror's slave ; but he that oaA 

mquer thee, or give thee virtuous stamp, 

. shine in heaven a pure immortal lamp. 

MR. Naj, stay, and take my benediction along 
you. I could, being here a co-judge, like others 
f place, now that you are condemned, either rail 
u, or break jests upon you ; but I rather choose 
se a word of good counsel^, and entreat you to be 
! careful in your choice of company ; for you are 
ys found either with misers, that do not ufe you at 
)r with fools, that know not how to ute you well, 
lot hereafter so reserved and coy to men of worth 
parts, and 8o you shall gain such credit, as at the 

sessions you may be heard with better success. 
till you are thus reformed, I pronounce this posi- 
sentence, " That wheresoever you shall choose to 
e, your society shall add no credit or reputation to 
party, nor your discontinuance, or total absence, 
oatter of disparagement to any man ; and whoso- 

shall hold a contrary estimation of you, shall be 
lemned to wear perpetual motley, unless he recant 
)pinion." Now you may void the court. 

«IA enters, a woman qf a pale colour, large brims of a 
vt upon her head, through which her hair started up 
ke a fury / her robe was of a dark colour, full ^ 
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patcfut ; ahout one of her hands wat tied a ehmn 
iron, to which wat fastened a weighty stone, whiek t 
bore up under her arm, 

PcENiA enters. 

Met, What creature 's this ? 

Miym, The Antipodes to the other ; they move lil 
two buckets, or as two nails drive out one another, 
riches depart, poverty will enter. 

Fa. I nothing doubt, great and immortal powen, 
But that the place your wisdom hath denied 
My foe, your justice will confer on me ; 
Since that which renders him incapable 
Proves a strong plea for me. I could pretend, 
Even in these rags, a larger sovereignty 
Than gaudy Wealth in all his pomp can boast; 
For mark how few they are that share the world; 
The numerous armies, and the swarming anta 
That fight and toil for them, are all my subjectSi 
They take my wages, wear my livery : 
Invention too, and Wit, are both my creatures, 
And the whole race of Virtue is my offspring ; 
As many mischiefs issue from my womb, 
And those as mighty as proceed from gold. 
Oft o*er his throne I wave my awful sceptre, 
And in the bowels of his state command, 
When 'midst the heaps of coin and hills of goldi 
I pine, and starve the avaricious fool. 
But I decline those titles, and lay claim 
Ilo heaven by rigVit of divine contemplation ; 
Vhe if my darling; 1, mm^ %olv\«^. 
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Vtee from disturbing cares, bargains, accounss, 
Leases, rents, stewards, and the fear of thieves, 
That vex the rich, nurse her in calm repose, 
And with her all. the virtues speculative. 
Which, but with me, find no secure retreat 
For entertainment of this hour, I '11 call 
A race of people to this place, that live 
At Nature's charge, and not importune heaven 
To chain the winds up, or keep back the storms, 
To stay the thunder, or forbid the hail 
To thrash the unreaped ear ; but to all weathers, 
Both chilling frost and scalding sun, expose 
Their equal face. Come forth, my swarthy train, 
In this fair circle dance, and as you move, 
Mark and foretell happy events of love. 

{^They dance the ffth antimasque of gipsies. 

Mom, I cannot but wonder, that your perpetual con- 
versation with poets and philosophers hath furnished 
you with no more logic, or that you should think to 
impose upon us so gross an inference, as, because 
I^lutus and you are contrary, therefore whatsoever is 
denied of the one must be true of the other; as if it 
should follow of necessity, because he is not Jupiter, 
you are. No, I give you to know, I am better versed 
^ cavils with the gods, than to swallow such a fallacy ; 
for though you two cannot be together in one place 
yet there are many places that may be without you 
^th, and such is heaven, where neither of you ar« 
^^ely to arrive : therefore let me advise you to marry 
yourself to Content, and beget aa^<6 vfto\Jttft^g«!>A> «»^ 
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goodly moral sentences, in dispraise of riches, 
contempt of the world. 



Mer. Thou dost presume too mvlh, poor ne^ 
wretch, 
To claim a station in the firmament. 
Because thy humble cottage, or thy tub, 
Nurses some lazy or pedantic virtue 
In the cheap sunshine, or by shady springs, 
With roots and pot-herbs ; where thy right hand. 
Tearing those humane passions from the mind. 
Upon whose stock fair blooming virtues flourish, 
Degradeth nature, and benumbeth sense, 
And, gorgon-like, turns active men to stone. 
We do not require the dull society 
Of your necessitated temperance. 
Or that unnatural stupidity 
That knows nor joy nor sorrow ; nor your forced 
Falsely exalted passive fortitude 
Above the active. This low abject brood. 
That fix their seats in mediocrity, 
Become your servile minds ; but we advanct 
Such virtues only as admit excess, 
Brave bounteous acts, regal maj(uificence, 
All-seeing prudence, magnanimity 
That knows no bound, and that heroic viitn* 
For which antiquity hath left no name, 
But patterns only, such as Hercules, 
Achilles, Theseus. Back to thy loathed cell, 
And when thou seest the new enlightened sphere^ 
Study to know but what those worthies were* 
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Tic HE enters, ner head hold behind, and one great lock 
before: wings at her shoulders, and in her hand a 
wheel: her upper parts naked, and the skirt of her 
garment wrought all over with crowns, sceptres, books, 
and such other things as express both her greatest and 
smallest gifts. 

Mom, See where Dame Fortune comes; you may 
know her by her wheel, and that veil over her eyes, 
with which she hopes, like a seeled pigeon, to mount 
above the clouds, and perch in the eighth sphere: 
Listen, she begins. 

Ffn^, I come not here, you gods, to plead the right 
By which antiquity assigned my deity. 
Though no peculiar station 'mongst the stars, 
Yet general power to rule their influence ; 
Or boast the title of Omnipotent, 
Ascribed me then, by which I rivalled Jove, 
Since you have cancelled all those old records ; 
But, confident in my good cause and merit, 
Claim a succession in the vacant orb ; 
Nor since Astrsea fled to heaven, I sit 
Her deputy on earth ; I hold her scales. 
And weigh men's fates out, who have made me blind, 
Because themselves want eyes to see my causes. 
Call me inconstant, 'cause my works surpass 
The shallow fathom of their human reason ; 
Yet here, like blinded Justice, I dispense 
With my impartial hands their constant lots ; 
Atud if desertless, impious men engross 
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My best rewards, the fault is yours, you gods, 

That scant your graces to mortality, 

And, niggards of your good, scarce spare the woA4. 

One virtuous, for a thousand wicked men. 

It is no error to confer dignity, 

But to bestow it on a vicious man ; 

I gave the dignity, but you made the vice ; 

Make you men good, and I 'U make good men happy* 

That Plutus is refused, dismays me not ; 

He is my drudge, and the external pomp 

In which he decks the world proceeds from me, 

Not him ; like harmony, that not resides 

In strings or notes, but in the hand and voice. 

The revolutions of empires, states, 

Sceptres, and crowns, are but my game and sport. 

Which, as they hang on the events of war. 

So those depend upon my turning wheel. 

You warlike squadrons, who, in battle joined. 
Dispute the right of kings, which I decide, 
Present the model of that martial frame, 
By which, when crowns are staked, I rule the game. 

[They dance the sixth antimasque, being tJu 
representation of a battle. 

Mom. Madam, I should censure you, pro fobs 
clamore, for preferring a scandalous cross-bill of re- 
crimination against the gods, but your blindness shaH 
excuse you. Alas ! what would it advantage you, if 
virtue were as universal as vice is ? It would only 
follow, that, as the world now exclaims upon you fiv 
exalting the vicious, it would then rail as fast at yoa 
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for depressing the virtuous ; so they would still keep 
their tune, though you changed their ditty. 

MtT. The mists in which future events are wrapped. 
That oft succeed beside the purposes 
Of him that works, his dull eyes not discerning 
The first great cause, offered thy clouded shape 
To his inquiring search ; so, in the dark, 
The groping world first found thy deity. 
And gave thee rule over contingencies, 
"Which, to the piercing eye of Providence, 
Being fixed and certain, where past and to come 
Are always present, thou dost disappear, 
Losest thy being, and art not at all. 
Be thou then only a deluding phantom. 
At best a blind guide, leading blinder fools ; 
Who, would they but survey their mutual wants, 
And help each other, there were left no room 
For thy vain aid. Wisdom, whose strong- built plots 
Leave nought to hazard, mocks thy futile power : 
Industrious labour drags thee by the locks, 
Bound to his toiling car, and not attending 
Till thou dispense, reaches his own reward. 
Only the lazy sluggard yawning lies 
Before thy threshold, gaping for thy dole, 
And licks the easy hand that feeds his sloth ; 
The shallow, rash, and unadvised man, 
Makes thee his stale, disburdens all the follies 
Of his misguided actions on thy shoulders. 
Vanish from hence, and seek those idiots out, 
That thy fantastic god-head hath allowed, 
And rule that giddy superstitious crowd. 
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HllMMB, Pitatmrt, a yomg womm «ith a fa 
n a light bueivictu haill, adaiiti witk 
gdd; htr templet ertmed with a garlm 
and over that a ronivw drellng her htai 4 



HiiDonE mteri. 
Mtr. What wanton *■ this f 



Plso. The reasoni, equal Judg;ei, hare all< 
Hj the diaraiaaed pretenden, all ooncur 
To itrengthen my just title to the ipbere. 
Honour, or wealth, or the conmnpt of boCli 
Have in themielTes no limple real good, 
But as the; are the meani to purchaae pica 
The pathg that lead to my delicioua palace^ 
They for my uke, I for mine oirn am prile 
Beyond me nothing it; I am the goal. 
The journey'i end, to nhich the Bweating n 
And neaiied Nature travels. For thia, thi 
And wigeic aect of all philoaophera 
Made ma the leat of lupreme bappinen i 
And though aome, more ausiere, upon my i 
Did, to Ibe prejudice of Nature, raiae 
Some petty loi>>built vutuee, 't wia becauai 
They wanted winga to reacb my aoariiig pit 
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they been princes born, themselves had proved 
1 mankind the most luxurious, 
hose delights, which to their low condition 
obvious, they with greedy appetite 
id and devoured : from offices of state, 
cares of family, children, wife, hopes, fears, 
ed, the churlish cynic in his tub 
fed those pleasures which his tongue de&med. 
im I ranked *mongst the superfluous goods; 
ecessary offices preserve 
single man, and propagate the kind, 
am 1 universal as the light, 
•mmon air we breathe ; and since I am 
l^eneral desire of all mankind, 
felicity must reside in me. 
nae what rate my choicest pleasures bear, 
1, for the short delight of a poor draught 
leap cold water, great Lysimachus 
ered himself slave to the Scythians ? 
Id I the curious structure of my seats, 
iTt and beauty of my several objects, 
arse at large, your bounties would reserve 
ivery sense a proper constellation ; 
[ present their persons to your eyes, 
me forth, my subtle organs of delight, 
changing figures please the curious eye, 
charm the ear with moving harmony. 

{^They dance the seventh antimatqw of the five 
senses, 

T. Bewitching syren, gilded rottenness, 
L hast with cunning artifice displayed 



\ 
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Th' enamelled outside, and the honied verge 

Of the fair cup, where deadly poison lurks. 

Within, a thousand sorrows dance thee round ; 

And, like a shell, pain circles thee without; 

Grief is the shadow waiting on thy steps, 

Which, as the joys 'gin towards their west decline. 

Doth to a giant's spreading form extend 

Thy dwarfish stature. Thou thyself art pain ; 

Greedy, intense desire, and the keen edge 

Of thy fierce appetite oft strangles thee. 

And cuts thy slender thread ; but still the terror 

And apprehension of thy hasty end 

Mingles with gall thy most refined sweets ; 

Yet thy Circsean charms transform the world. 

Captains that have resisted war and death, 

Nations that over fortune have triumphed, 

Are by thy magic made effeminate ; 

Empires, that knew no limits but the poles, 

Have in thy wanton lap melted away. 

Thou wert the author of the first excess 

That drew this reformation on the gods. 

Canst thou then dream, those powers, that from heaven 

have 
Banished th' effect, will there enthrone the cause ? 
To thy voluptuous den fly, witch, from hence. 
There dwell, for ever drowned in brutish sense. 

Mom, I concur, and am grown so weary of 
tedious pleadings, as I '11 pack up too and * 
Besides, I see a crowd of other suitors press' 
I'll stop them, take their petitions, an^^ 
above; and as I came in bluntly with 
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yody bid me welcome, so I'll depart at 
y, without taking leave, and bid nobody 
U. 

Ler, These, with forced reasons, and strained argu- 
ments, 
ge vain pretences, whilst your actions plead, 
id with a silent importunity 
vake the drowsy justice of the gods 
) crown your deeds with immortality, 
le growing titles of your ancestors, 
lese nations' glorious acts, joined to the stock 
' your own royal virtues, and the clear 
iflex they take from th' imitation 
' your famed court, make honour's story full, 
id have to that secure fixed state advanced 
)th you and them, to which the labouring world, 
ading through streams of blood, sweats to aspire, 
lose ancient worthies of these famous isles, 
lat long have slept, in fresh and lively shapes 
all straight appear, where you shall see yourself 
rcled with modern heroes, who shall be 

act, whatever elder times can boast, 
)ble, or great ; as they in prophesy 
ere all but what you are. Then shall you see 
le sacred hand of bright eternity 
ould you to stars, and fix you in the sphere. 
I you, your royal half, to them she'll join 
ch of this train, as with industrious steps 

the fair prints your virtuous feet have made, 
lOUgh with unequal paces, follow you. 
is b decreed by Jovci which my return 
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I 

Shall see performed ; but first behold the rtide 

And old abiders here, and in them tiew 

The point from which your full perfections grew; 

You naked, ancient, wild inhabitants, 

That breathed this air, and pressed this flowery earth, 

Come from those shades where dwells eternal night. 

And see what wonders Time hath brought to light 

Atlas and the sphere vanisheth, and a new seene 
appears of mountains, whose eminent height exceed 
the clouds, which passed beneath them ; the lower 
parts were wild and woody. Out of this place comei 
forth a more grave antimasque of Picts, the natural 
inhabitants of this isle, ancient Scots and Irish; 
these dance a Perica, or martial dance. 

When this antimasque was past, there began to 
arise out of the earth the top of a hill, which, by little 
and little, grew to be a huge mountain, that covered 
all the scene. The under part of this was wild and 
craggy, and above, somewhat more pleasant and fiou* 
rishing. About the middle part of this mountaiD 
were seated the three kingdoms of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland all richly attired in regal habits, appro- 
priated to the several nations, with crowns on their 
heads, and each of them bearing the ancient arms of 
the kingdoms they there represented. At a distance 
above these sat a young man in a white embroidered 
robe ; upon his fair hair an olive garland, with wings t\ 
nis shoulders ; and holding in his hand a cornucopia 
filled with com and fruits, representing the genius ol 
these kingdoms. 
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THE FIRST SONG. 



GENIUS. 



Raise from these rocky cliffs your headsj 

Brave sons, and see where glory spreads 

Her glittering wings ; where majesty, 

Crowned with sweet smiles, shoots from her eye 

Diffuaiye joy ; where good and fair. 

United, sit in honour's chair. 

Call forth your aged priests and crystal streams, 

To warm their hearts and waves, in these bright beams 



KINODOMS. 

1. From your consecrated woods. 
Holy Druids ; 2. Silver floods, 
From your channels fringed with flowers, 
3. Hither move ; forsake your bowers 
1. Strewed with hallowed oaken leaves. 
Decked with flags and sedgy sheaves. 
And behold a wonder. 3. Say, 
Whafdo your duller eyes survey t 

CHORUS OP DRUIDS AND RIVERS. 

We see at once in dead of night, 
A sun appear, and yet a bright 
Noon-day springing from attr-light. 
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GENIUS. 

Look up and lee the darkened iphere 
Deprived of light ; her eyea shine there, 

CHORUS. 

These are more sparkling than those were. 

KINGDOMS. 

1. These shed a nobler influence, 

2. These by a pure intelligence 

Of more transcendent virtue move ; 
8. These first feel, then kindle love ; 
1. 2. From the bosoms they inspire. 
These receive a mutual fire; 
1. 2. 8. And where their flames impure return, 
These can quench as well as burn. 

GENIUS. 

Here the fair victorious eyes 
Make worth only beauty's prize ; 
Here the hand of virtue ties 
'Bout the heart love's amorous chain 
Captives triumph, vassals reign, 
And none live here but the slain. 

CHORUS. 

These are th' Hesperian bowers, whose fair trees bi 
Rich golden fruit, and yet no dragon near. 
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GENIUS. 

Then from your imprisoning womb, 
Which is the cradle and the tomb 
Of British worthies, (fair sona) send 
A troop of heroes, that may lend 
Their hands to ease this laden gpro^e, 
And gather the ripe fruits of loYe. 

KINGDOMS. 

3. Open thy stony entrails wide, 

And break old Atlas, that the pride 
Of three famed kingdoms may be spied. 

CHORUS. 

Pace forth, thou mighty British Hercules, 
With thy choice band, for only thou and those 
May revel here in loves Hesperides. 

this, the under part of the rock opens, and out 
cave are seen to come the masquers, richly attired 
ancient heroes, the colours yellow, embroidered 
silver, their antique helmets curiously wrought, 
preat plumes on the top ; before them a troop of 
g lords and noblemen's sons, bearing torches of 
1 wax. These were apparelled after the old 
sh fashion, in white coats, embroidered with 
; girt, and full gathered, cut square-collared, 
round caps on their heads, with a white feather 



wxraahad aboiit zhem. Rm dwse daee, widi didr 
liglos ia their lamds; sfterirlikli, die maaquen de- 
aoeDd into die roam, and dsDoe dwo- enliy. 

The dance beix^ past, there ijijifB ia d^ farther 
part of the heaven, rnrning down, a plfawit cloud, 
hniiht and trans^iBreDt, vhidi, *'*— *^'y 9ofi]y down- 
wards beiiare the npper part of the BKHmtuD, em- 
hraceih the |reniQ&, bnx so as diroiigli it all his bod^ it 
•een ; and then rising again with a gcotle nociooi 
bears up the genins of the tteee Idz^jdoau, and hang 
past the airj region, pierceth the htawem , and is oo 
more seen; at that instant, t^ rock with dM three 
kingdoms on it sinks, and is hidif in dM esrth. 
Tlu£ strange spectacle gave great canae af adhniiatioa, 
bat especialhr how so hnge a asachine, and of diet 
gre&t height, ccmld come from ODdcr the ttagt, which 
was box six feet high. 



THE SEOOKD SO jr& 



UVOIIO 



L Here are shapes formed fit fir h ea p ui ; 
2. Those move gracefully and ercn. 
Z. Here the air and paces meet 

So just, as if the skilful feet 

Had struck the Tials. — 1. 2. S. So l!he ei 

Might the tune&il footing 
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CHORUS. 



And had the music silent been, 
The eye a mofing time had seen. 



OBNIUS. 

These must in the unpeopled sky 
Succeed, and govern Destiny ; 
Jove is temp* ring purer fire, 
And will with brighter flames attire 
These glorious lights. I must ascend 
And help the work. 



KINGDOMS. 

1. We cannot lend 
Heaven so much treasure. 2. Nor that pay, 
But rendering what it takes away. 
Why should they that here can move 
So well, be ever fixed above ? 



CHORUS. 

Or to be to one eternal posture tied, 
That can into such various tigurcs slide 7 

o 
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GENIUS. 

Joy shall not, to enrich the sky, 
Beggar the earth ; their fame shall fly 
From hence alone, and in the sphere 
Kindle new stars, whilst they rest here. 



KINGDOMS. 

1. 2. 3. How can the shaft stay in the quiver, 
Yet hit the mark ? 

GENIUS. 

Did not the river 
Eriadanus the grace acquire 

In heaven and earth to flow ; 
Above in streams of golden fire, 

In silver waves below ? 

KINGDOMS. 

1. 2. 3. But what shall not we, now thou art gone 
Who wert our nature, wither, 
Or break that triple union 
Which thy soul held together f 

GENIUS. 

In concord's pure immortal spring 

I will my force renew, 
And a more active virtue bring 

At my return. Adieu. 
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KINGDOMS. Adieu. — CHORUS. Adieu. 

The masquers dance their main dance ; which done, 
le scene again is varied into a new and pleasant pro- 
ject, clean differing from all the other ; the nearest 
art showing a delicious garden, with several walks and 
arterres set round with low trees, and on the sides 
gainst the walls, were fountains and grottos, and in 
le furthest part a palace, from whence went high walks 
pon arches, and above (hem open terraces planted 
ith cypress trees ; and all this together was composed 
f such ornaments as might express a princely villa. 

From hence the chorus descending into the room 
oes up to the state. 

THE THIRD SONG. 
BY TUE'CilORUS GOING UP TO THE QUEEN. 

Whilst thus the darlings of the gods 
From honour's temple to the shrine 

Of beauty, and these sweet nbodes 
Of love, we guide, let thy divine 

Aspects (bright deity) with fair 

And halcyon beams becalm the air. 

We bring Prince Arthur, or the brave 
St. George himself (great queen) to you : 

You '11 soon discern him ; and we have 
A Guy, a Beavis, or some true 

Round-table knight, as ever fought 

For lady, to each beauty brought 

o 2 



rinnt in their martial hiuda, vai't x-ai 
Your peacefill pludg™ of wurm »it>« 

And, if a tpeaking touch repeat 

In love's known langijag;e, tales of v 

Say, in lofi nhiaf en of Iht palm, 

Aa eyes shoot darts, so lips shed balm. 

For though you seem, like captiveB, le 

In triumph by the foe away. 
Yet on the conqueror's neck you tread, 

And tlie fierce victor proves your pri 
Wliat heart is then secure from you. 
That can, though vatiquisli'd, yet siibd 

The Bong done, they retire, and the masq 
the revels with the ladies, which continued i 
of the night. 

The revels being paat, and iheKing'aMaj 
under tlie state by the Queen, for conclun 
masque there agipvars coming forth from 
sides, as moving by a gentle wind, a great cl 
arriving at the middle of the heaven, stayed 
of sevvral colours, and u great, that iC ( 
whole scene. Out of the further part of 
begins to break forth two other doudi, ( 
colour and shape ; and being fully discov 
appeared sitting in one of them Religion, 
Wisdom. Ileligiiin was apparelled in whit 
of her fiice was covereil with a light veil, in 
book, and in the other a flame of fire) ' 
watchet lobe, a sun upoo her forehead, • 
in hei hand a ualm ; Wisdom in a mantle w. 
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and hands, golden rays about her head, and 
ys cithera in her hand. In the other cloud sat 
>rd, Government, and Reputation. The habit of 
ird was carnation, bearing in her hand a little 
: of sticks bound together, and on the top of it a 
and a garland of corn on her head ; Government 
gured in a coat of armour, bearing a shield, and 
i Medusa's head, upon her head a plumed helm, 
1 her right hand a lance ; Reputation a young 
n a purple robe wrought with gold, and wearing 
el wreath on his head. These being come down 
equal distance to the middle part of the air, the 
cloud began to break open, out of which stroke 
} of light ; in the midst, suspended in the air, sat 
ity on a globe ; his garment was long, of a light 
wrought all over with stars of gold, and bearing 

hand a serpent bent into a circle, with his tail in 
outh. In the firmament about him was a troop 
:een stars, expressing the stellifying of our British 
s; but one more great and eminent than the rest, 
I was over his head, figured his Majesty ; and in 
wer part was seen, afar off, the prospect of Windsor 
i, the famous seat of the most honourable Order 

Garter. 
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THE FOURTH SONG. 

ETERNITY, EUSEBIA, ALETHIA, SOFHIA, HOMfSOBlA. 
DICiEARCHE, EUFHEMIA. 

ETEKNITY. 

Be fixed, you rapid orbs, that bear 
The changing seasons of the year 
On your swift swings, and see the old 
Decrepit spheres grown dark and cold ; 
Nor did Jove quench her fires : these bright 
Flames have eclipsed her sullen light : 
This royal pair, for whom fate will 
Make motion cease, and time stand still ; 

Since good is here so perfect, as no worth 

Is left for after ages to bring forth. 

EUSEBIA. 

Mortality cannot with more 
Religious zeal the gods adore. • 

ALETHIA. 

My truths, from human eyes concealed^ 
Are naked to their sight revealed. 

SOPHIA. 

Nor do their actions from the guide 
Of my exactest precepts slide. 
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HOMONOBIA. 



And as their own pure souls entwined, 
So are their subjects' hearts combined. 



DICiEARCHE. 



So just, so gentle is their sway, 
As it seems empire to obey. 

EUPHEMIA. 

And their fair fame, like incense hurled 
On altars, hath perfumed the world. 

So. Wisdom. — Al. Truth. — Eus. Pure adoration. 

Ho. Concord. — Di. Rule — Eup. Clear reputation. 

CHORUS. 

Crown this King, this Queen, this nation. 

CHORUS 

Wisdom truth, &c 

ETERNITY. 

Brave spirits, whose advent'rous feet 
Have to the mountains' top aspired, 

Where fair desert, and honour meet. 
Here, from the toiling press retired, 

Secure from all disturbing evil. 

For ever in my temple reveL 
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With wreaths of stars circled ahout, 
Guild all the spacious firmament, 

And, smiling on the panting routs 
That labour in the steep ascent, 

With your resistless influence guide. 

Of human change the uncertain tide. 



EUS. ALE. SOP. 

But Oh, you royal turtles, shed, 
When you from earth remove. 

On the ripe fruits of your chaste bed 
Those sacred seeds of love ; 



CHORUS. 

Which no power can but yours dispense, 
Since you the pattern bear from hence. 



HOM. DIG. EUP. 

Then from your fruitful race shall flow 

Endless succession ; 
Sceptres shall bud, and laurels )>low 

'Bout their immortal throne. 



CHORUS. 

Propitious stars shall crown each birth. 
Whilst you rule them, and they the earth 
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'he song ended, the two clouds, with the person 
ng on them, ascend ; the great cloud closeth again, 
so passeth away overthwart the scene, leaving 
ling behind it but a serene sky ; after which, the 
quers dance their last dance, and the curtain was 
•all. 



THE END. 



INDEX. 



rAOB 

having loved too long in vain 141 

the myrtles as I walked 130 

ou darling of mine eyes 148 

the precious dust is laid 77 

ested in the shade ; 67 

at strives, being sick, and sick to death . . . 163 

more where Jove bestows 135 

hy I send you here 138 

ith, to whom fate in one hour 108 

the slumbers of the bride 154 

tower was love confined 85 

)t force from widowed poetry 97 

1 afflicted soul to mourn 86 

ia, fix thine eyes on mine ff9 

y tresses are not threads of gold • 129 

ass this threshold, stay 51 

of my Celia's face 4" 

. break thy glass, it hath perplexed . . . . IIS 

r grown merciful to men 147 



rzo 



Volte* 









^tirf 



I'd 






^\iet>c« 



tSiT 



f^ 



V**^*'* 



»nA« 



ftp' 
stone 









Y>ut 



Oti«^ 



etrf^^^ 






tot 






r^-- 
Bo* 



^^^^^"^ 







e »*»^ 



ato«y 



street 



cbeek 

cte 



de»er»e 









,te 



8^ 



ol 



^ rded^^^'^r.a^TO^*^ 



V^o 



»t»g* 



\ 






gux^ 



.x»o.»*«::Tw>- 



!»«* 






i 



loe 
( 
livVvex 



que* 



Itt 



-^irt^-^rJ^^''^ 









\X^ 



INDEX. *i21 

PAIS 

em did the gods hold ' . . 83 

3 the choir, nor dare I greet H4 

said of old, that plays are feasts 127 

d, your rebel sex 84 

Celia, and be kind 144 

since thou art so proud 86 

om Love's smooth tale 82 

ck bull to slaughter, with the boar .... 104 

from his tyrant mistress did 88 

at Cupid's yoke disdain 60 

iw big, my rose, and let the clear 145 

•Id Janus, and survey 118 

1 say you weep with dropping eyes .... 94 

iC bashful moon, in vain 66 

til eddy steals away «.......,. 81 

lis polished eastern sheet 159 

;n languish, and we sorrow thus 53 

), whom all beauties did adorn .132 

11 meads be decked with flowers 146 

nd God, for see my heart 65 

ns as well as I 37 

} winter's gone, the earth hath lost .... 17 

ve freely given me leave to lore 108 

lid did nature frame me 199 

ook I may descry 147 

ive, do not forsake the guide 44 

is my fair sun fled 87 

Fhcebus, 'cause a cloud .137 



222 I 

iMd tB IhcM mat th* Md Hi 



Sir, I K 



Siiad BtUl, you Hoodi, donvidtfue . . . 
Suji, covard blood, Hid do noi fiald . . , 

atop Iho thlftd boir, or play 

aiuta thould Ihll dBT b«, to ttae lun iboald ta 

TeII me, my love, ilnce Hymen llid . . . 

ThoLidy Muy Villlcrillei 

Thii pureil loul lb>t o'or wu Hnt . . 

Tbat lovely tpot which Ihou doit IH . ■ . 
Tlial BstKrlng glua, vhoie imoolh tut wcu 

The Hole being born, wu In Ui tender igs 
Thli lillle vsull, Ihli nirtow toom .... 
Thii moiiy bank thsy pietwd. Iff. That t 



Tho» that can glvt, open ihtlc haodi thli d*r 
Thdiigh I toDit llvs b«n, and by ftirce ■ . . . 
Though rioit and saiiw toek'd bom mine eyM 
,Tli true, dear Ben, thy Jult cbutlilng hand . . 
ToH'd Id a tioubled lea at gilefi, I float . . . , 



Weep not, nor backward tu 



INDEX. 223 

kings and gods tnat Kinaiy cooje i4 

altar of my hand . 64 

brazen leaves of fame .... ■ "% 

r lived, she used to play 101 

poor excommunicate S3 

marry, if I do not find 155 

- Celia I did spy • .... 149 

e sunburnt pilgrim see 45 

) thy sad numbers flow (Of 

dull art, which is wise nature's ape .... 156 

>u sound, my dear Aurelian 100 

ours the Thraelan youth invade 150 

though I am blind 56 

now what's soft 7 I dare 133 

11 a wonder know 162 

ak love can convey 8S 



